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Summary:
After the initial incident at the Graves' household, Andrew and Ashley have been on the run. While the last two weeks have been less eventful than that fateful, Oedipus-induced night with his mother, it has been more tense than ever. However, stopping at a gas station, things quickly turn from the usual mundane tensity into a roller coaster, built specifically to fuck with the Graves siblings in every conceivable fashion.

Chapter 1: Out of the Frying Pan
Summary:
After two weeks on the run, it's decided the Graves' siblings stop at a gas station. As patrons of chaos, wherever they go, trouble seems to either follow or spawn from them.

Chapter Text
> You are ASHLEY

 

“We are not buying that nonsense.” Andrew bemoaned, not even having to look her way to know that the can of sludge they keep advertising on the TV is neither needed nor something they would later find any enjoyment in drinking.

“Can’t rate it til you make it!” Her playful demeanour is instantaneously soured once the young woman cracks open the ‘ToxiSoda,’ takes a sip and indeed realizes the bottle of Nasty! is exactly what it is advertised on TV.

The brother can only palm himself as Leyley takes a swig of what is effectively expired Buckley’s 2.O, gagging on the spot with the meanest spit-take, begging, praying for someone to give her actual water.

“There’s a fountain on the right wall.” He couldn’t be bothered to guide her there himself. He has his own problems.

“A-Andy…” The girl’s knees wobble uncontrollably.

“For god’s sake… ah, dammit Ashley…”

Reluctantly, he guides the bold, perhaps too brave young woman along, they’re both still reflecting on the past two weeks, despite the immediate effects of having drank bottled sewage and still reeling from that hit in the noggin.

Two weeks, huh? And what a time to be alive…

Two weeks of being on the run, constantly looking over their shoulder, and being too skittish to stay in one location for any longer than a night. Necessary precautions, certainly, but even the assassin, who was explicitly sent to find them in specific and kill them, someone who was trying to slit their throats in the middle of the night, is not as stressful as being on consistent lookout for the law.

Worse still, the deadbeats are still alive. So close… It was perfect! She could’ve sacrificed them and have them spend the rest of eternity suffering in the pits of hell! No one left in her way, at least momentarily, but nope… Andy had to pull some major bullshit that compromised all of that. They don’t even know where their parents are, but forbid they’re still at the house, so… well, they could be just about anywhere. And that frustrates her to no end. It’s almost funny. Almost.

“(I must be the only one who isn’t absolutely stupid in this whole family!)” Leyley’s left mumbling to herself, face deep in a water fountain to drown out the horrible taste she unwittingly unleashed upon herself.

Meanwhile, her brother stands beside, arms crossed while she greedily gulps as much of the actual H2O as she can.

The slurry of chemicals steadily leaves her mouth, face plastered cold in water. By the end of the two minute makeout session with the tap, Leyley has her cheeks full of water, sloshing it around like a goldfish.

“Is your curiosity satisfied?” Andrew stared down on her, a few shades of grey beneath his eyes.

The sister opens her mouth to speak, only for all the water to spill out in a matter of seconds, a waterfall that did not splash back up to hit either of their faces.

“Nope.” Her smirk is wide. Her brother isn’t very keen to join in her fun.

“You are a different breed of stupid…”

“Maybe it’s like coffee? Soul-crushing at first, but by the next sip, it’s freedom in a cup.”

“Ashley…”

“Kidding.”

“You will have to pay for it anyway.”

“I’m not paying for that shit!”

“You should’ve listened to me then, and you’re carrying the wallet.”

To think a couple thousand dollars could turn into a couple hundred in just two weeks… Not a bad thought to have, especially when you’re living inside a car that is not yours . But fuel these days doesn’t come cheap, and gas station hotdogs are more likely to kill the both of them through radiation than Andrew’s second-hand smoking.

Another food run this is, and a currently unproductive one from the start.

Andrew looks up, the fluorescent lights and non-stop elevator music a little more pestering than usual now. Eyes twitch as he squints, another spike running through his brain. If his head didn’t feel good to begin with… The blinking has started again, profuse and unwelcome.

“You can handle groceries.” If you could call them that. Andrew was already out the door.

Guess he’s out to handle gas, huh? Better entertain yourself with the rest of that drink, cause it may be a bit before he decides to come back.

It’s a habit he’s grown, ever since he had that blackout with their parents. Not staying too long anywhere with lights, or cameras. One hovered right over her head, as matter of fact, one of those fisheyes that see anything and everything in the store. They don’t have any masks, so taking whatever they want without paying is out of the question… Of course, the young woman could also just pull the revolver out, her trigger finger itching to scratch after all this time. 

A splendid idea for Leyley, after all the hardship on the poor princess, blowing off a little steam by blowing away a person’s brain would certainly do wonders for the psyche! Only… the camera is still there, always watching. God too if she were concerned with her tAr sOuL or whatever.

Tar soul… Hm, she hasn’t really thought about the Demon a lot since that night. Do they ever get lonely? Do they already miss talking with her and accepting her offerings…? Nah, probably not. The young woman hasn’t received any dreams from them for a while, let alone the prophetic ones. Oh, that’s right, she hasn’t juiced up the talisman.

Originally she was going to be offering up her parents for a couple charges but, oh well, she may as well stop complaining to herself. No, she has to save a couple of them for Andrew directly. With a sigh, she takes the can from the floor, still heavy with the abominable beverage inside, leaning against a rack of postcards from cities nowhere near as beautifully awful as the one they’re living in. A smaller sip later and she’s regretting her life choices as no, the ToxiSoda is not like coffee, and may as well be actively eroding her tongue like she’s making out with a Xenomorph’s snatch while on its menstrual flow.

A coughing fit later and another trip to the water fountain, Leyley’s back to gathering, as much as she’d like to go hunting. BBQ sticks, energy drinks, twinkies, at least one of everything, minus the hotdogs, did the young woman pick out.

“This should be enough for a couple days.” She says, knowing full well the last time they went on one of these runs, they burned through it faster than the ‘fire’ that destroyed any previous evidence of them being alive.

Then, however, something catches the sister’s eye, midway through her approach to the despondent cashier.

“(Candles…)”

Brisket-scented, prime for a romantic redneck outing. Sure, it’s in those tealight glass jars with the multiple wicks, but…

Lets face it, you’re afraid of tomorrow.

Screw it if these aren’t the regular candles their demon’s used to, Leyley and her brother have been on the road for too long and she can more than assume that they both are at their wits end. Who knows what’s around every corner, maybe a cop that now… god, they probably have their descriptions from Mom and Dad!

Leyley fights the urge to look at the camera again. It probably sees her right now, sweating bricks. Is she worried? No! She can’t be! That’s something Andrew is meant to be worried about and stuff! But… okay, the feeling isn’t being shaken off.

The sister takes a deep breath in, shuffling the contents of her arm to fit four more items of increasing importance into her other, before finally reaching the cashier.

One cannot tell if they are old enough to be their grandma or young enough to be their sister. Freckles, warts, bags, all somehow lifted enough that it isn’t immediately obvious how old she is. Doesn’t matter too much, not to Leyley. Approaching, she doesn’t seem too busy. As matter of fact, she is reading the latest issue of a comic nobody reads anymore. So engrossed that she refused to move her eyes away.

“Excuse me…?” The young lady is met with complete silence. “Hello?”

The ugly-young woman-person flips to another page, lips pursed like she’s applying lip balm.

“Hey. Beanbag.” The best reaction the sister manages to get out of this person behind the counter thus far is a quick, begrudging glance her way.

Well, any slither of doubt she has about adding this lady to her orb of prophecy’s lunch list has begun to fade.

She could press on, but this crap is getting old. She’ll leave the unwantable hussy to her future existence as-

“Where do you think you’re going?” The cashier finally pipes up, face still buried in the booklet.

“Oh, so now you talk?” Leyley slowly turns, one foot still in the air as she stairs down this undesirable.

“I’m running this shop today, and you’re bothering me on my break.”

“...So why not let me go? Clearly I’m bothering you, wouldn’t you like to be without me?”

“As much as I like getting paid, stealing on my watch won’t look good for my raise. Either pay up when I’m finished or piss off with nothing… plus, I have to clean up that mess in aisle three.”

Her trigger finger is twitching hard.

Keep calm, you can’t really trade anything if there’s nothing to offer that entity.

Walking back up, murder in Leyley’s dismal eyes, she drops everything onto the counter, emotionless expressions present on both ends.

“... Do you need a bag?” The cashier’s monotone voice is more telling of her age than her skin. But even then, there’s that slight bit of granny’s croak in there.

As if that weren’t obvious as she was walking up. Thus begins the gruelling, annoying puzzle to see just how much did the Graves siblings owe this random gas station this time. The total comes down to forty-one, a fair assumption also for how old the cashier is.

The fabric bag still smells of cold storage as she begins putting everything Leyley laid out. Each passing minute is another sigh ticking down to a slow death from boredom, before she simply decides to stop, count up the money and functionally shoo the young woman out of her store. Apparently the ToxiSoda is on the house, because the cashier certainly said jack all about it. Enough reason anyway for the sister to turn the inside of that gas station into a buffet.

But first… she has to pay a visit to her brother. Currently buffing on a thin cigarette, halfway finished while he wraps up the fueling. Not the best place to smoke, but she isn’t about to chastise him again for smoking at an inopportune time.

The sister comes up from behind, only noticed for a moment before yet another person in the last couple minutes decides to ignore her.

“Andrew… Andy…” At least Andrew has the decency to reply to her after the first extent of name calling.

“What, Ashley…?” He says as he’s near to biting through the minuscule joint, rubbing one side of his face with the only free hand he has.

“Be a dear and open the door.” Didn’t need to say it, but the young man was quick to pull out the nozzle and allow some room for Leyley to waddle past.

Throwing everything she can into the already messy backseat, intermingling with all the junk they’ve yet to throw out, she’s still holding the candles. Which her brother notices.

“For fuck’s sake Ashley, really?” Done with gasoline yet out of gas, Andrew blows a gasket. “After last time?”

“Oh, so you noticed?” Out in the fresh air, noise-pollution on one end and deadly traffic on the other, the sister can muster a smile of amusement. “Do you think they’d like the smell of beef?”

“Ashley… You understand we shouldn’t do this, right?”

“Why is that, hm?”

“You know exactly why. Out of the three times we’ve tried to summon that thing, it’s only worked the first time!”

Last you’ve checked, they’ve only managed to successfully summon the demon twice. That third?

“Okay. And?”

“I don’t want to try a 4th, in case we waste blood we don't have, mind you, because it doesn’t work, or at its worst, it does work, and you know what? It decides we’ve wasted its time too much!”

Not likely, as far as you are concerned.

“Mhm…”

“Not to mention this isn’t our apartment, or an empty office, or a basement. Where would you even set up the ritual? In case you haven’t noticed, it’s not exactly secluded.”

There is a back to the gas station where the dumpsters are, nestled with some business buildings and a set of trees.

“Aha.”

“And tell me, Ashley… do those candles even give the vibe of occultism?”

“I don’t know. Maybe in New Jersey.”

“...Do we live in America?”

The sister laughs, Andrew’s temporary befuddlement a ray of sunshine in these annoying times.

“Look, Andy.” Her smirk is maintained as the brother gradually sours even further.

“Andrew, Ashley. Andrew.” No one needs reminding… not even Leyley.

“M’kay, alright. Last I checked, we didn’t get to summon it a third time. Not after you let our Mom and Dad run out and, what do you know, got clobbered for it.”

“Sorry for not being a lost cause.”

“And that implies I can’t be reasoned with.”

“No, not really. Although to be honest, maybe we shouldn’t have.”

“Who’s we? You were the one who trusted the people who sold us into organ harvesting to not sell us out a second time if it would cover their asses.”

“Weren’t you also the one who pulled a gun on them?”

“They were going to do it either way, Andy, so don’t act like it wasn’t necessary!”

The brother’s glare could carve through steel, but they are but powerless against his little gremlin.

“After all the shit you caused, I think it’d be fair to, I don’t know, make sure that if anything bad were to happen tomorrow, we’d be able to prevent it.” Leyley’s smirk grows, smirking up in denial of personal space. “If you end up pulling even more crap out of your ass, of course. Wouldn’t you agree, Andy?”

It feels like a minute before Andrew turns away from those devilish eyes, big magenta orbs refusing to not stare into his soul. Or what’s left of it. That’s a high price, just for fuel nonetheless… Maybe she has a point. He refuses to admit that.

His features slowly soften, much to the young lady’s delight. It’s very clear he’s thinking about it, and any moment now, it will all be over for that lousy, ghastly minimum-wage worker.

“C’mon, it’s just gonna be one person… Oh, since we’re running low, and lest I remind you, can’t access our mom’s credit card for more, we can stick ‘em up!” She says aloud. Regardless if anyone is around to care, beads of sweat do pour down Andrew’s face.

“Hey hey! Shut it… I’m thinking.” Of course he’s still thinking.

“Less thinking, more doing!” Leyley holds out a hand. “I need your lighter.”

Begrudgingly, the young man hands it over, looking at the price gauge for the gas again whilst putting out his cigarette. Thankfully, they do not blow up into smithereens.

Leyley is already off, only to turn around last minute.

“Don’t go back into the shop, unless you want your soul stolen too.” Her voice comes with genuine warning. No longer does it seem a rarity.

“Would you let me lose my soul?”

“Fuck off, why would you think that?”

“I don’t know, besides, you still can’t complete it without the runes. Which you refuse to remember, no matter how much I try to teach you…”

“Please, I do remember them, in fact!”

 

> You are ANDREW

 

As Ashley wanders off behind the building, neither aware if there is a camera there also, but still willing enough to go through with this for their mutual benefit, Andrew is left by himself again. They could just destroy the cameras as they go in, after everything has been dealt with regarding the occupants. Likelihood is, it wouldn’t be the cashier inside suddenly collapsing dead that would put them in trouble, it’s taking the money inside their register.

He could stay in the car, but as is, there’s probably more he can do than just stand around. Sure, his sister could do with a lookout. But looking at both their track records reveals that neither can do that good of a job watching whoever is at their mercy… And by both we mean Andrew cause it’s been twice now that someone he’s been meaning to look over has gotten the upper hand on him. Then again, he isn’t looking for anyone in particular this time, just keeping an eye out for anyone suspicious… more suspicious than a girl sneaking behind a gas station with candles.

Leaning off the car, he finds his cleaver nestled amongst the wrappers. Taking it and quickly stashing it in a pocket before any bystander, of which there appeared to be none currently, he may as well have it in case of confrontation. With the humming headache pounding in his ear finally subsiding to a minimum, the young man lumbers his way to the front doors of the gas station.

Already he’s regretting it, white noise in his ears and fuzz in his eyes returning fast, but he’s already here, so screw it. Walking across the shop, he glances by the cashier, back in her comic while paying no mind. Down the same low aisle where Ashley picked out the can of nasty, he could only recoil as he found it standing on the water fountain, and swears that a hole is burning through the tin and plastic sheet.

Coming towards the paradoxical crone of a cashier, he feels in his pocket for the smokes and… yeah, he’s running low again…

“Hey.” No response.

He snaps his fingers, providing just as little reaction as before.

“Hey, miss.” Snapping continues, slowly driving out the inner fury of the older woman as she slowly lowers the comic, staring into the void with errant twitches in her eye.

Andrew does not stop.

“Do you mind!?” She finally breaks, Andy not feeling bad one bit.

“Shouldn’t you be working?”

“It’s my break, deal with it.”

“I’ll just keep annoying you until you’re out of your ‘break.’”

“Go screw yourself, asshat!”

Would not be the only time he’s been called an asshat this month, but it shouldn’t bother him. Still he presses on.

“Do you have any cigarettes?” He asks.

You know damn well that a gas station has cigarettes.

“Didn’t I tell you to fuck off a minute ago?” The cashier speaks through her book, more frustrated than Andrew was outside with his sister.

“Yeah, but you see, I’m kinda living on borrowed time I guess…” As well as she, if Ashley has anything to say about it. “So can you do a guy a favour and pass me a small box?”

“Hmm… how about this: Fuck. You.” Like that, she dives into her book again. 

Continuing to busy herself, regardless of any further attempts from the young man, she refuses to speak to him more.

The brother sighs, defeated, but ultimately not too bothered. He can get a fresh pack once the ritual has begun. Picking up his shoulders, he’s reminded that he probably shouldn’t be putting his finger prints anywhere where they shouldn’t. On some funyuns? Sure. Behind the desk to get those smokes? Welp, tough luck, fuckeroo.

Guess he’s going to have to have Ashley do all the work… fuck, she’s going to be nagging in his ear even more-

Just as suddenly as he turns around, Andrew finds himself walking straight into the baggy shirt of a large man. He looks like, moves like, and even smells like he stepped out of an early seventies detective novella, grime & city of crime included in a greasy bundle of swag. If it couldn’t be more obvious, his badge also falls out when the young man crashes, just catching a glimpse as both fumble with each other.

After the last couple weeks, seeing that badge was an almost immediate panic attack as suddenly, he’s come face to face with the law…

“I-I’m sorry sir, I didn’t mean anyth-'' The brother cannot believe his own stupidity right now, but you know what, maybe if he begs hard enough at court, he could get off with a four year sentence. Then again… fuck no, he should just start running.

If he gets arrested, well good luck on him trying to live a normal life now, as normal as it is already. If he gets arrested, and sent to prison, then say goodbye to his chances of even getting that redemption without dropping the soap. If he gets arrested, he… he won’t be able to see Ashley. Okay, shit-

“Forget about it, kid.” By god this guy sounds like he crawled out of Chicago’s prohibition. A mild, gravelly Italian accent comes out of the patchy face, hair as gelled as can be before it becomes a wet floor hazard for mites.

Oh thank fuck.

Andrew slips away, still sweaty as can be, and near to fainting as his head once more begins to feel terrible, scratching at him until he rests along the bar, wondering where the hell he is, when he overhears a rather disinteresting conversation… to anyone but the son of the Graves.

“Sorry, this is my break, nobody buys anything right now.” The young man feels cheated, having her speak oh so more politely to the Detective.

“No worries, ma’am. I’m just stoppin’ by, askin’ questions. Like, have ya seen anyone suspicious lately?” With due respect, of course the brother would eavesdrop on this. “Wearin’ all black, man & a woman together?”

Why aren’t you getting out of dodge, Andrew? Don’t be a deer in headlights now.

“Hm… yeah, him there. Rude sort too.” Oh fuck. Why did she have to say that-

Why are you leaving NOW of all times!? Ugh… at least if you leave now, the chances of Ashley summoning that demon while you are still inside are slimmer.

Panic only grows as Andrew looks behind him, only hearing a very closeby, gravelly yet affirmative ‘hey’ sounding off. It’s worse than a gun, but… oh god, this is it, huh? Well… at least if you turn yourself in, can’t charge you for resisting arrest…

The young man turns around, near to accepting his fate, and given the fact that he simply could not take out his cleaver to do jack all to this guy, he’s kinda screwed…

“Kid, ah, want to ask a couple questions, if ya got the time… hah!” He sounds out of breath. Maybe if Andrew swings fast enough…

“Do I have to?” Fair question. Suspicious one too.

“No, not really.” Even though they can look each other in the eye, this guy is still twice the brother’s size. The likelihood that if a fight did break out, Andrew isn’t making that much a dent. Already, the Detective has pulled out a notepad and pen. “But it would be appreciated anyways. I’m askin’ around as much as I can.”

“Okay… what do you want?” Humour the Detective, while you’re at it.

“Well, information I’m guessin’. Now I don’t know what happened there, but I can just ask to look at the cameras and see for myself… but that’s besides the point. You… to be honest, ya look like someone me and the other boys in the department are tryin’ to find, but uh, hey, I doubt if it were you, you’d be admittin’ to tryin’ to kill someone. Have ya seen anybody odd to you?”

“...Not anyone that’d look like me?”

“Nah… from the descriptions… hm, well we didn’t get a description anyway of the duo’s faces so-”

“I’m sorry but… what are you even asking me about? Shouldn’t you have…?”

“Oh, two weeks ago a couple got attacked in their home by some bad actors. Nearly killed if not for some stroke of luck. Unfortunately, the culprits are still at large. No clues but fingerprints with no face or name to give to them, but…”

There’s a pause. Sweat, so, so much sweat…

“Actually, there was a set of prints there… sorry, can I get a name for ya? Reports and all…”

Don’t be stupid, Andrew…

“Um… Marcus Maves. Yeah?”

“...Well, Maves, I guess I can see the resemblance. We have a sneaking suspicion that, well, it’s just a theory and even the people who were attacked don’t think so, but… we believe a man by Andrew Graves attacked them.”

“...Huh?” Andrew’s best poker face is key.

“Know him? From the ID, ya kinda look ‘em. Just… neater hair… a bit more vibrant.” A brow raised high.

“N-No, it doesn’t ring any bells.” Thanks for the second-hand insults.

“Well, me too kid. Thing is, they said the guy had a beard, and the girl that was with him had a mask. And…” the Detective leans in. “Andrew’s meant to be nothin’ but ashes!”

“You mean, he’s dead?”

“Supposed to be, that’s what the folks say. It just doesn't add up.”

No, it doesn’t. The police are obviously on his ass, but… that description.

“Don’t know anythin’ else?” The Detective is near to wrapping up.

“No… no I don’t. T-Thank you, anyway.” The brother. Can’t. Fucking. Believe it.

“Thanks too, take… care now, aight? Stay safe.”

The Detective walks off, back towards the front of the gas station before entering once more… That guy must be the worst investigator this side of the Northern hemisphere. It isn’t until he can’t see the man of the law anymore does he begin rushing down behind the building, heart thumping out of his chest like a bullet train.

What the fuck was that? Sure, it’s a lot of information that in complete honesty an officer probably shouldn’t divulge to some rando for context’s sake, but holy shit! After everything that’s happened to the parents, Mrs. and Mr. Graves… They kept their promise. Even after he… had his way with his mother, they covered him up… Oh god… He doesn’t know if he suffered post-nut clarity then, after all, the haze of a concussion was nothing short of good at hiding any memory moments after getting hit in the back of the head, but it sure as hell hit him now, forcing him against a wall as he comes to realise just what they did for him.

God… sure, he’s probably still a suspect now that his DNA has been found in the house, but he’s technically dead, and the descriptions don’t match so… Fuck, he’s fucked, hah hah… 

If he weren’t already rounding the corner, he’d have collapsed in a hysterical fit. But no… Ashley’s there, waiting for him.

“Finally decided to visit little ol’ me?” She’s still a little giddy, unsurprisingly.

“Yeah…” Andrew sometimes wishes that is the case for him too. Then again, he probably shouldn’t be feeling delighted right now. “How’s the circle stuff going?”

“Well, you came just in time, come, come!” Pulling him along, the obtuse shape of the ‘circle’ brings back thoughts of scepticism of this working. “How is it?”

Otherwise, it’s still a blood circle. Problem?

“Ashley,” he asks, growing more bewildered by the second. “... Where did you get all this blood?”

“Oh, I just used one of the glass bottles from the dumpster.” Her sarcasm is quickly picked up on. Still, Andy plays along.

“Oh, really? Did you also by chance fill that wound with gravel and meth, drawing it on the ground?”

“Nope, just heroin needles and cigarette butts…”

You know what, maybe you should loosen up a little. They only suspect you, not knowing it was you who tried to kill their own parents.

Andrew lets slip a soft chuckle, to which his sister joins, only for a moment.

“Really, how is it? My hand’s stinging already…” That’s what happens when you cut your palm, Leyley. The wound doesn’t appear to be… too deep. Still, a shoulder or a thigh would’ve worked, less nerves ending there. But she apparently doesn’t care about that. Pain is a foreign concept to her unless it’s from others.

“It… could do with some improvement.” He speaks with earnesty, which mildly offends the young woman.

“Oh, really? Maybe you’d like to spare some blood too, draw your own if this masterpiece doesn’t meet your standards.” It is still clear that this doesn’t come out maliciously.

“I’d prefer my DNA not to come up on any future crime scenes, but thank you for the offer.” He takes Ashley’s hand into his, fingers dipping into the small crimson pool. “Yours is all that’s needed.”

No hesitation. Both are silent, looking into each other’s eyes with… respect? No, respect implies mutualism. But who’s atop of the other here, it cannot be said with certainty. It lasts longer than it feels, burning into each other, watching with a bizarre intensity before Ashley finally breaks out. More things red than her blood.

“Oh my! Feeling romantic, are we Andy?” She isn’t blushing very hard, no, she feels faint moreso, but if her knees didn’t feel weak thanks to the brother she’s so lucky to have… 

All hers, to her hopes. It’s only a joke, just a joke…

“...I’d appreciate it if you stop with the Andy crap.” The water racing down his face is not so much stress anymore.

“You didn’t seem too adverse the other times. Andy, what will you even do?”

She feels his hand squeeze, and as it turns out, she does feel pain. Andrew’s fingers are coated in his sister’s blood, racing down the skin.

“Sorry, just… you struck a nerve there.” An apology, wow!

“You better be, hmp!” The young woman coils up, stamping her feet with disapprovement.

“Okay…” Looking at the circle, it… “Of course you didn’t write down any of the runes…”

“I’m learning, okay? Can’t have photographic memory like you, apparently.”

The young man sighs, beginning to draw in his sister’s blood. Of course he remembers the runes, of course… his memory does feel… fuzzier after that night. This is the most cuddly Ashley’s been with him in a bit too, so, maybe things are improving. Still, what the Detective said, it lingers in the back of his skull… Or maybe it’s the candles fucking with him, because hot damn the fragance of a BBQ is strong with four of these burning away. They still don’t have the music, but that’s a sacrifice they’re willing to make… including two lives.

“What was taking you so long up front…?” She asks, brow raised and all that.

“What?” Andy is halfway through the runes, and still plenty of blood left.

“Exactly, what… You came looking all upset. Tell me about it.”

“There’s nothing wrong, it was just… my head’s still throbbing from the lights. Doesn’t feel good.”

“...I’m here for you, always.”

“... And I am for you.” He sighs, not sure if he’s lying to himself or not.

You can’t be certain of her either.

After that night, it isn’t just his living situation that’s been thrown about with reckless abandon. Their parents won’t leave his mind just as much as Ashley’s fury towards his ineptitude, scratching at his brain, what he did… is it guilt? He shouldn’t feel too guilty, after everything they did to them, but… no, they don’t have a point, but maybe they do? He’s spent so long with Ashley that…

Fuck… can he even fake it for much longer? Maybe, Mom is right. It hurts being alone, and he couldn’t feel bad about what he did, even if he tried. With Ashley that… dammit all. He finishes the runes, getting up fast. Runes, candles, blood.

“It’s set, I think…” Andy’s scepticism remains.

“Doesn’t matter, it should come around eventually, no?” Clasping her hands together, a wet slap resounding as the blood splatters against two forces, she begins drawing the demon out…

Of course, she doesn’t know shit about doing that. So she tries the next best thing.

“Hello hellooooooo?” She calls out to her demonic buddy, as one would calling for a lost cat. “Mr. or Ms. Demon?”

Andrew can only hope this does not last long…

“I’m sorry I don’t have the mood music, but we have the other stuff you asked for!” Ashley sounds so endearing, the brother does not hate to admit, but…

There’s no answer.

“(...Maybe if I sing something?)” She mumbles aloud.

“Please don’t.”

Mercifully, the entity arrives before the young woman can force her brother to tear out his own eardrums. And what an entrance that is…

Granted, all the times the demon was summoned before, it was indoors, so they didn’t know how it’d be outside. Apparently, there is no mistake as the sky above them begins to turn red, clouds swirling like a tornado is about to form right on top of them. Safe to say, the Graves’ Siblings are pissing themselves.

“Andreeeew!” The girl yells out in an accusing tone. “What the fuck did you write!?”

“What? I did everything correctly- Fuck!”

Maybe it’s the scent of grilled meat instead of regular smoke, maybe it’s the lack of tunes. Either way, the feeling that they just simultaneously ended the world and broadcasted their location to everyone that may concern them is too immense.

The ground began to rumble with the thrum of a train, a roar echoing in their ears, as before them, quite familiarly, it looks as though reality begins to warp in this one speck of air, tearing itself apart until a blackhole rips its way through the barrier, and from it, many crimson eyes, darting around until all shoot towards Ashley.

“TaR soUL.”

“F-Fucking do something!” Andrew screams, to which his sister is quicker to respond.

“I offer whoever is in that gas station! N-Now get-” Ashley points to the convenience store.

All of its eyes train on the building, and faster than any can react, their vision darkens for a split second before… The sky is still red, the clouds are still angry, and the demon is now back to looking at them, still incomprehensible. Well, it would be hard to read the emotions of a dark mass full of disembodied peepers.

Everything is quiet for a moment.

“...”

“Um… aren’t you meant to be leaving?” Ashley is the first to speak again. “You’re, uh… fucking up the sky.”

“bE noT aFrAId. ” The boom of the demon continues to rattle their bones. “ No One BeYONd tHiS aREa sEEs us.”

Feels weird, knowing this is something you only see for yourself. At least you guys did not fuck up enough to bring about the apocalypse, at least, not yet.

“Okay, that’s… reassuring.” Just as quickly as the young woman had become concerned, she now simply boasts a look of frustration, ignoring the fact that they are currently talking with a demon, out in the open, who has probably just killed everyone inside there. “Well anyway! So the music wasn’t needed to summon you after all? Why did I have to play it last time?”

“tHe CirCLe is hArD to FinD. ” The entity explains, as much as it is uncomfortable to hear its voice… at all. “ SoUnd iS eaSy tO fOLLow. ARoMa nOt so MUch. HoWeVer, yOU hAve mY TaLisMan noW… iT maKes yoU eaSy To FinD.”

“Speaking of which!” Ashley holds out the swirling, feathered trinket, glowing a faint ruby colour with the demon’s presence. “A deal’s a deal! Charge it up, please!”

Within an instant, the talisman glows with a white sheen, strings swirlings through the hoops of the trinket like electricity.

“Thank you!”

. . .

Steadily, the floating mass of darkness hovers in front of Andrew, who as of late has been fairly quiet. This is the first time it has acknowledged his existence. It isn’t a pleasant feeling, and probably should not be.

“W-what? Hello…” The brother can’t bring himself to look at the legion of eyes.

“THiS iS the broTher.”

“That’s right! My pride and joy!” She puts on a smug smirk. “He may not be very useful, nor is he particularly loyal, but… honestly, I don’t actually know what he does around here other than complain and kill people.”

“Ashley!” The young man protests.

“Oh calm your tits, Andy.” Despite openly dunking on him in front of a demon all too willing to take peoples souls if it feels inclined to, she’s playful with him. “Don’t worry, you’re my useless brother. No one else’s… (Not even yours, demon person…!)”

“I sEe…”

Of course it would.

As things seem to calm down, the entity does not leave the brother alone, as much as he’d prefer it to be otherwise. It isn’t until out of the blackness, an object floats down from the demon’s mass…

A cast-iron bell. At least, what looks like iron. It glows similarly to Ashley’s talisman. Speaking of Ashley, she’s quite inquisitive at what’s going on. A new exchange?

“What…”

“a usE.” Says the demonic thing, letting the bell hang just within reach of the young man.

Slowly, Andrew reaches forward, his sister watching with relative interest as he takes the cast iron object into his hand, still stained red with blood. Something slides within the bell, looking to move and ring.

“riNg thE BElL, the DoG SHall CoMe, ShaLl fEEd. IT wIlL NeVeR haRM YOu or yOur PrOGenY.”

It looks at Ashley again, the sister not having enough time to consider its words before it speaks again…

“we sHall mEeT aGAIn. FaReweLL, Tar sOuL. FArEWell, wOlf. ” The siblings are collectively left… puzzled more than they were before. “ UnTiL anoTHER soUl IS oFfEred…”

“Okey dokey, bye-byeeeee!” Both have smiles faker than a crocodile’s tears.

Like that, the skies return to a proper blue, the clouds calm into regular cotton-candy shapes, and the hole in reality the demon tore closes back up. Within mere moments, it’s as though nothing had happened. The Graves are alone…

“So that happened.” Andrew couldn’t help but state the obvious. “Should I be concerned or…?”

“Oh suck it up, I don’t see why it’s looking to hurt us now. We did just give a soul to it.”

“That’s… yeah, I guess you’re right. Although, that would be two actually.”

“Two?”

“There… there was an officer in the store.”

“Andy…”

“Andrew.”

“Whatever! You should’ve told me.”

“Does it matter? Saw the guy go inside, he’s probably dead along with the lady.”

“Okay, since there’s two… does that mean that demon only gave you the bell because there was a spare?”

“Maybe?”

“... (Damn, I should’ve asked for both.)” She mumbles aloud again.

“Ashley, quit it.”

“Oh please! Let’s get this over already.”

 

> You are ASHLEY

 

Cue the two making their way around the gas station again, making sure to flip the ‘we are open’ sign around, just for a little extra privacy. Inside, the lights were still flickering, remnants of the entity’s presence here. Already, the damage of their entrance is made apparent by the cashier’s complete and utter limpness. However… the Detective is nowhere to be found.

“Shit, shit…” Shit is no longer looking up for them. “The Detective’s still alive.”

“...So our friend gave you the bell for free.” Not the confirmation that was needed at the moment, but hey, what can you do? “I’ll handle the cash, you deal with the cameras. That sound good?” 

Leyley prances behind the counter, pushing the body of the middle-aged woman aside, her comic falling with her as the sister takes her place at the helm. It is a trial to squeeze past, but eventually Andrew makes it to the door that he can only assume leads to the back of the store, nudged behind a corpse and the counter.

Opening the backdoor, it leads into a not very spacious area with a coffee machine, countless boxes of goods stacked atop of each other, and a small VCR TV… with a guy slumped against it. No, it isn’t the detective, although with increasing paranoia, he wishes it was. It’s only another worker, apparently one that’s asleep… Asleep.

“A-Ashley, we have a problem.” The brother confirms verbally.

“Cannot agree more, like, there’s almost nothing in the register!”

“No, there’s a guy back here!”

“Is there? Well, then he had to have gotten his soul sucked out too… Which means, forget demonic generosity.”

“He’s breathing, Ashley…”

Quickly, the young woman appears in the already tight fit room, squeezing herself in for a closer look. Sure enough, he is. Morbid curiosity takes over, Andrew squeezing himself out to inspect the cashier closer and… oh fuck. They’re breathing!

Both look at each other. At first, the siblings were mortified. They should be soulless, unalive, but… they’re not? Leyley gets over it quickly with a shrug though, meanwhile, her brother can’t help but still wear that expression of worry. They try a couple methods of potentially waking a vegetable, such as but not limited to: slapping their face, kicking her ass, spitting on them, screaming and much to poor Andrew’s disdain… The sister’s singing. Fortunately, they don’t wake up.

Their hearts still beat, their lungs still breathe.

“What… is this?” Andrew couldn’t help but still ask. “Didn’t the cultist die, and Warden Malcolm too?”

“I mean… did you check?” She probably shouldn’t have asked as he promptly bit down on his fingers, still tasting the blood. Fuck. “I sure didn’t. We just went to town, cooked them up.”

“No, no no no… please tell me he wasn’t still alive when we ate him!”

The young man covering his face only managed to elicit an eyeroll and a chuckle.

“What the fuck is so funny about this?” Exasperation is real, and Andrew has become W.T.F.-incarnate.

“Come now, I’m sure he died pretty quickly from the blood loss. If not, ripping his head off must’ve done the trick.”

Andrew is left in silence.

“Which reminds me, these two: What do we do with them?” Leyley gestures to the comatose, empty vessels. “I’d say we get to cutting.”

“No… this changes everything doesn’t it?

“You want to leave them like this? Okay, not like they’re getting their souls back. Though if you want to leave them to starve, I’m all for it!”

“I’m… I need to think about this.”

“...Are you serious? What did I say, less thinking, more doing?” She’s the one that does all the actual thinking around here it seems… “Look here!”

Turning around, Andrew finds himself staring down the young woman, darkening with… something, as he suddenly see’s here pulling out the switchblade, pulling up the guy from his now eternal slumber, and slicing his neck open. A spray follows, Leyley barely dodging it.

Following in her lead, hesitation apparently gone to completion he pulls the cashier lady into the cramped storage room, and does the same to her.

What follows is… a fairly tense session of destroying everything with the possibility of exposing them to the world even more than that display which, much to their surprise, hadn’t drawn the attention of any law enforcement yet. They have to make it quick, grabbing whatever they can carry while Andy finishes up smashing the VCR into irreparability.

They at least made a bit of profit, along with a new tool, although in most regards, they felt very little from this endeavour. What have they accomplished? Surviving another day while damming another two people caught in their crossfire? Welp… Could they say this is a day in their lives now? Or is it just another fluke to add onto their already shit-poor track record?

Who cares anymore, it’s how things will be from now on, so, may as well roll with the punches. It’s what they’ve been doing for the last couple weeks anyway.

As Leyley hops up into the driver’s seat, she looks over to Andrew, hobbling up inside, still adjusting the cleaver in his deep-ass pocket so it doesn’t threaten to slice through his pants.

It’s a new seating arrangement, but with her brother’s headaches, probably more than a headache at this point though, one could confidently claim she has to take the mantle of driver… even though she doesn’t have a licence. Despite this, she’s getting help from the only teacher she likes enough to remember their name: Also her brother.

Key in ignition, engine revving, the sister pulls out. Maybe they can make today work out. They’re already on a good start with the gas station, if they look at it with the positive of getting their money back, charging up her future sight AND getting a new trinket from their demon buddy. It could work, yeah!

On the road again. Leyley attempts to fiddle with the radio, only for Andrew to slap her hand away. No music apparently. Not right now.

Dickhead.

“So, Andy, where to…?” She lays back into her seat, staring ahead on the road. Traffic is its usual worst. Would be better with some tunes-

“You can quit any day now.”

“Hmmm, nope.”

“Dammit… Okay, go ahead.”

“Hm?” She looks Andrew’s way only for him to direct her eyes back on the road.

“No, ahead! Go forward.”

It can be stiflingly irritating, but that’s the learning experience for you.

“Like I said, where should we go? Maybe spend a day at an actual motel again?” Leyley’s enthusiasm increases. Something that is not shared with her older sibling.

“I don’t know… maybe?” The young man admits. “Just… we don’t have that much money left, and I’d like to conserve it.”

“We could do with some actual nutrients in our bodies too, instead of chips. Like the cashiers! Wait… we should’ve brought them with us! We’d have food for another week at best!”

“Ashley, do you see room in here for a fridge? And what if someone saw us carrying out even one of them? I swear, your fucking thought process sometimes…”

“Please, I’m tired of eating junk, I need meat. I need any meat in me!”

“Eyes on the roa- Don’t say it like that…!”

“Oh, twisting my words again, are you?” Her playfulness is put on full display.

“You just don’t say stuff like that!” Andrew is never amused.

“You’re the one interpreting them in the wrong way. Tell me, what is it you think I mean?”

Eyes on the road, wench.

Andrew… he’s looking. Not on the road, but… oh, great. Another of these days, huh? Where she teases him on and on and he can’t do anything about it. Of course it would turn out this way, the young man given thoughts of scenarios playing out in his head, of events that… release tension, of the more carnal sense.

“Maybe you should be the one looking at the road, Andy.” How crafty she is, catching him off guard. “I know I have fat tits, but you can at least say you want to touch them to save yourself the embarrassment.”

“I wasn’t looking at your tits… nor am I looking to touch them.” Her brother grumbles, near despondent again.

“Kidding… But now that I think about it, talking about twisting things around, that reminds me… Do you think we can, I don’t know… start finding out parents again?”

The young man audibly groans, ageing on the spot.

“We are not looking for them.” His command falls upon deaf ears.

“But we were so close the first time, if not for you, of course! Don’t tell me you think they don’t deserve what’s coming.” She throws her arms up one moment, sending Andrew into a micro panic, headache growing.

“What worth is there to- take a left!” Swerve. “What is worth even finding them again? It isn’t likely they have any more money we can take.”

“It’s the principle of showing them who's the apex, Andy! How much have they wronged us, how much have they wronged you? They locked us in that apartment, they left us to starve! We were so close to doing what should’ve been done to them a long time ago but you were manipulated, they used you! They knocked you over the head for your trust! Think about yourself for once, sheesh…”

“Are- wha- ju… nevermind.” With a sigh, he rests his head on the seat again, closing his eyes.

There is a long pause, neither even bothering to look at each other until the brother pulls out that bell. That tiny little bell that can be fit in his cupped palm.

“Fine.”

“Huh?”

“You wanna kill our parents. Fine. Just know they’ve been doing a lot for us, even now…” Entering onto the freeway, it's… not as crowded as the rest of the roads before.

“That’s a little hard to believe…” But… Why would he say that? After everything they did, it doesn’t make too much sense.

“What’s harder to believe is that you guys are this stupid.” A gravelly voice erupts behind them, rising from the empty wrappers like a sand viper, handgun cocked to the back of Leyley’s seat. “Ya should really clean up this backseat.”

“HOLY SHIT-”

The truck swerves on the freeway, almost ramming a honda to their left as the tires grind. Temptation dictates the sister reach for her gun, but her hands are occupied and if she doesn’t act they’re going to get an accident… if this isn’t an accident already.

“Fucking hell, who taught ya to drive?” The Detective croaks.

In case he hasn’t noticed, he just gave you a heart attack and is currently pointing a gun at you. Isn’t that meant to be your job…?

“S-Sir, why-” Andrew can hardly get a word in.

“Well, Marcus Maves, last I checked, yer face is on record. Or should I say, Andrew Graves.” The pistol is turned on the brother. “Only reason I didn’t put ya in cuffs right away was because everyone thought yous was dead. Honestly, even I'm baffled yer parents wouldn't recognize their own boy!”

“How!?” Leyley finally pipes up, flashing her warface. It does nothing. “How the fuck  do you know, haha!? You can’t just go into random, innocent people's vehicles, hah!”

“...The bitch who don’t know how to drive also doesn’t know how to keep her mouth shut.”

Oh.

“You both are under arrest. Any weapons or objects of interest you hold will be confiscated. Anything you say, or do, can and will be used against you in court.” The Detective continues. “You, Ms., are going to drive us down to the nearest precinct, and you will exit the vehicle once we are there. You will go calmly, and we won’t have any problems. So drive, and don’t get us all killed.”

“Andrew, do something-” The sister bemoaned, the gun back at her head once more.

“Speak when I ask ya to, skink!”

Andrew is put into a traumatic-as-fuck headache, never having felt so helpless since… her. Dear god, they’re going to prison… hah! They’re going to pay for everything they fucking done, they’re not going to see the light of day again, they’re not going to see each other again, they’re going to spend the rest of their miserable lives eating gruel and fearing for their lives…

They are not going to see each other. They can’t see each other again.

Her brother almost immediately dives towards the backseat, near to pulling out the cleaver when the gun is just a hair’s length away from his forehead.

“Don’t. Move. Any. Closer.” Safety is off for the Detective. “I only need one bullet to put ya in a coffin.”

“You wouldn’t-” Leyley has to focus on the road, but if she didn’t need to… oh…!

“Take back what you said.” Andy was near humouring the guy.

“I won’t. Sit back down.” The hammer is pulled.

A death glare is shared between the men, half-baked frustrations rising to immeasurable heat, until the younger of the two finally breaks. Back in his seat, knife uncomfortably close to cutting through his pants now. Bell in his hand.

“Go down Louis Avenue.” He orders the young girl, forcing her to swerve right. “While we wait, I have… more than a few questions. So we can clear things up. Yer free to not answer. But we’ll get them eventually either way… What the fuck, was that back there?”

“What… Do you mean?” The sister can’t help but ask, glancing behind her at the barrel.

“I mean the fuckin’ bloodred sky, what do ya think? What did you guys do?” There is a slight quiver in his voice, although the Graves siblings didn’t immediately pick up on it.

“...We summoned a demon?” Andrew’s sweating bricks, but he’s lying so…

“...Well, you both don’t look like ya know advanced chemical warfare. Probably explains whoever the fuck that black blob with the eyes is.” He gestures with the gun, causing the duo to flinch. “Speakin’ of, who’s they?”

It doesn’t seem like they are in the department to be asking questions themselves, but, it does beg the question. How did he see the demon, without it noticing him? Maybe it just didn’t care enough to think of him as anything other than someone to be ignored… Good planning, demon. Good planning. 

“We don’t know, he’s just a friend I guess?” Leyley too is sweating profusely, getting all sticky and gross. “We just met them one day, that’s all.”

“Friends? With a demon…? Fuck, I oughtta become a pastor.” Witty, are we? The Detective is done waving the firearm around, the shiver in his voice appearing louder. “Maybe get a shotgun…”

“Are… are you really believing us?” Andrew asks the first question he’s ditched out there.

“Yeah, demons are pretty far-fetched, you know?” The sister joins in. “Are you off your meds, gramps?”

“I know what I saw… seeing is believin’ after all.” The hammer keeps getting flicked. “Ya shouldn’t lie to me anyway, you’re caught dead centre. Those people died as suddenly as they get, I was lucky to be outside a moment before it came down. If you guys are responsible, then a whole new crime has just been committed… Turn right, onto Brant Road.”

The car swerves again. Maybe a short route, but it goes through a less populated urban district. Downtown, to be the looks of it. Less cars even, but there is one sort’ve behind him. Right back where they started…

“That begs the question. Were you plannin’ on sacrificin’ your own ma and pa…?” When he receives no answer, it is enough of an answer. “Next question: who are you?”

“...Ashley.” Leyley begrudgingly answers. It’s… not like they can do anything against this man without something bad happening.

“Last name?” His demands just keep getting higher!

“...Graves.” A moment of silence is shared between the three.

“First… What a surprise that the second Graves kid is still kickin’…” Oh boy, what’s number two… “Second:... do you fuck her?”

The truck swerves again.

“This shit again?!” Andrew can’t help but become so exasperated… to the bewilderment of everyone else.

“Again?” Leyley’s yelling, and looking into the backseat, the Detective is far from amused. Very unamused. She gets an idea.

“You guys are siblings, yet ya flirtin’. What the fuck’s wrong with you people?” The Detective’s loud, Andrew’s loud, Leyley’s loud. Everyone’s loud!

This… Leyley, you have an idea. An awful idea. A wonderful one though. You have a terrible, wonderful, awful idea.

“You are sick in the head for even suggesting we have sex!” The young woman yells back, even though she has a gun to her head. “No… we fuck. We fuck like you wouldn’t believe!”

If Andy had a drink, he’d have spat it out by now, so red in the face he’s on fire.

“What the fuck Ashley!?” Reasonably, her brother is freaking out even more than the officer behind them. “N-No! I didn’t fuck her, she’s- y-you bitch!”

“Don’t deny it, Andy!” This is the first time in a good bit she’s smiled. It’s the widest her brother’s seen it. “You love my goods, you rammed me so hard that our bed broke! He had to sleep in the car because of your thrust-power!”

“Shut up shut up shut up-” The young man is losing his shit, heated and near to covering Ashley’s mouth to avoid her speaking anymore. Only for a barrel to be placed there instead.

“Shut the fuck up, you animals!” The Detective roars. “Back in your seats.”

All comply, Leyley still smiling. She’s got one last laugh before she ultimately faces… however many years are ahead of her for summoning a malevolent spectre to murder people.

“If it wasn’t for law, I'd put a bullet in both of you like the mongrel dogs you are!” The Detective continues.

Dogs.

Dog.

dOG. BelL.

Andrew’s been holding the bell this whole time, and only now does he realise this chance. If they don’t, say goodbye to freedom. Opening his palm, the cast-iron bell is revealed to all. Leyley immediately notices, and being the smart girl she is, quickly signs off on the prospect of spending the rest of their days separate in their jail cells.

“Ring it, Andy!” She needn’t say, for that only drew the attention of the Detective.

Her brother rings it, and for a moment, nothing really seemed to happen. It didn’t sound like a regular bell. Actually, there wasn’t any sound. Nothing. No tink, or dong, noughta.

“What in the name of-...”

A chill presence begins to crawl down your back.

Even though she’s still driving, the sister joins her brother as they look back, and fading into being, a shape appears amongst the trash. No, not appears… rises, like the Detective, except clearly it’s coming from nowhere but, it has to be!

No eyes are on the road as the greasy cop slowly turns to his right, and sitting beside him is a hound. Well-groomed yet matted, floppy ears and shallow eyes. No lips. Eyes as red as rubies, no pupils, no soul to call its own behind those lifeless things. It stares him in the face, pearly whites beared.

Andy’s very own puppy.

“What the fu-” The Detective doesn’t get much in before the siblings’ instincts kick in.

“Kill this pig!” Leyley beats her brother to the punch, but to her surprise… It doesn’t react. The young man on the other hand…

“Get him!” The moment he finishes that last syllable, the hellhound is already upon the not-so-undercover officer.

Within mere moments, the entire car is in disarray, packages of snacks both empty and full are flying in every direction, the older man is screaming in the back of their car, it’s fucking chilly in there, and there is so much chaos that no one notices the gun firing off multiple times, trying to hit this demonic mutt. Instead, each bullet dove through the roof. The car swerves to and fro, everyone screaming, the sound of clothes being torn off roughly, growling, howling, yelling, everything-

“Look out!” Andrew yells, Leyley already running over the granny he’s warning her about.

The Detective continues screaming, no longer the sound of cloth tearing but instead flesh. Rend apart with rough scratches as infernal barks echo inside the vehicle, the sound of teeth gnashing getting involved no less.

Racing down the road in a feral frenzy is not something the sister thinks would be on her driver’s test but if it were she’s failing it hard. Bystanders are looking with mixtures of confusion and horror as the car continues to swivel out of control, gunshots ringing out as they puncture holes into the roof.

You have to get out of here, you have to get out of here! Get the fuck out!

Thankfully, maybe there is a saving grace for them… a back alley they’re about to drive straight into.

“Hold on! AhhhhhHHHH-” The moment of truth is upon them.

It’s a tight fit, but the truck just barely squeezes by. With, of course, a couple scraps of metal chipped away from their doors and the side mirrors are just completely decapitated. Still racing through, they emerge on the other side, still screaming as they careen across the road, nearly getting rammed on both sides by the two-way-intersection, but just managing to squeeze by even that.

After those unintentional honks and another two hundred feet of panicked driving. Leyley is slowing down, the pedal losing steam, and thus, pressure against it. Little by little, for a moment, they’re left cruising as they now find themselves in a suburb. Not like their parents’ place. This area at least has trees for shade. But, the apparent secludedness is no match for the fact that the demonic dog is still tearing into a man struggling for survival. No more ammo, no more fight.

The siblings are stuck looking ahead, breath visible in the area as their hearts thump out of their chest, bug-eyed as they hear the death rattles of the Detective, gasping for words as the hound audibly tears out his windpipe. It’s gross sounds, but nothing they haven’t heard before. The adrenaline though… oh, oh boy.

Eventually, the car comes to a stop in the middle of the empty road, both sets of the eyes slowly inching to the backseat to find their furry friend staring back with glowing, dead eyes. Its face is covered in ichor, a white glow emanating from within its maw, before that glow travels down its throat. It’s sitting atop the older man. He’s unrecognisable.

Slowly, the spectral dog leaves this world the same way it entered, fading into nothingness, until the inside of their car no longer grows frost on its windshield, and as though no hellhound had been present to begin with.

The entire back area of the car is covered in blood and bits of the Detective, no less.

The siblings sink into their seats.

“... Am I meant to be feeling something?” Leyley breathes out.

“...Other than adrenaline?” Andrew replies quickly.

“Yeah, other than that.”

“Maybe the fact we just drove through the city like we were drunk, while… he, was blasting?”

“I think I ran over someone’s grandma.”

“... Don’t remind me.”

“Hah… We should call this the ‘slay mobile,’ wait actually… the ‘sleigh-mobile.’”

“...I fucking hate you sometimes, Ashley.”

They sit there for a little while longer, ruminating in the growing stench of blood.

“...So are we going to be ditching this car or?” Valid question.

“...No. I’m driving.” Despite his head-splitting headache.

 

> You are ANDREW

 

The fact the police haven’t found you yet still is a major shock. Are you glad it hasn’t happened yet? Definitely.

Andrew parks the car, sundown upon them, and by the time they exit, Andrew’s already laying on the ground, too tired to stand, and his brain hurting too much to really speak. Thankfully, a children’s playground is not a place where children actually play it. These days, not really. They’re all at home, and at this hour, only the stupid would come out to play on the slides, still warm from a day’s long heat.

Looking at the truck… yeah, the fact they haven’t been pulled over makes no sense. Period. It’s scratched up, an old lady's glasses is caught in the grill, it is missing its wing mirrors, and there are bullet holes in the roof… If it rains, they'll flood.

Ashley for a moment stands over him, neither able to read the other, before she simply sighs and joins him on the grass.

Back on the floor, staring up at a starless sky…

“What is it…?” Andrew asks aloud, the first time he’s spoken in the last couple hours.

Both have been rather quiet. What is there to say? So much has happened and yet they’re still processing it.

“I don’t know. What do we do now?” Ashley replies, sounding disheartened.

“Didn’t you want to go kill Mom & Dad?”

“Hmp, yeah…! Of course, but, I guess it’s going to be a little harder now. With, you know.”

The absolutely obliterated car.

“Do you think that… ‘dog’ can find them?” She continues.

“What?”

“Dogs can track people. And this one’s from hell or something, so it’s probably very good at it, don’t you think?”

“Probably… That means we might just have to take that monster for a walk.”

“We’ll have to walk.”

“Hm…”

“We continue driving in that thing, we’re going to get caught, but we also can’t leave it anywhere it will be found, I’m guessing. Certainly not with the body too…”

“You would not be wrong to assume…”

They contemplated exploding it with a used cigarette in the gas tank, but chances of them getting out of dodge before it erupted would be impossible. Maybe driving it off a bridge too. Still, probably wouldn’t have worked. They could leave it here but… it’d be insane to do so.

“Best bet would be to light it on fire and never look back.” His sister suggests

“Still… too much attention-”

“Cut the crap Andy, we tore through town like a bull in a china shop. You shouldn’t be worried now of all times!”

Andrew pauses. If not for the cover of darkness, his face would become shadier.

Turning over, he’s facing the young woman now. Both cross sights. Dead serious. A hand pounces on the other side, the brother flipping himself atop Ashley, who lets out a shock gasp. He’s looking down from atop, straight faced, dead eyed as his new faithful dog.

“Andy! So bold.” Ashley is getting annoying.

“Stop.”

“Are you mad at me? What can I say, I did most of the heavy lifting, you must be jealous…”

“Ashley, stop.”

“And still, so little blood on my hands! What do you call that now?”

“Leyley.”

For a moment, her words are caught in her throat. Looking up, the sight of the older sibling feels different. She’s speechless, looking up at him. She finds herself shrivelling away too, heart thumping against her chest. Guilt.

“You’re totally mad at me… Why?” Why do you think, princess?

“You shouldn’t be calling me by that name anymore, remember?”

“A little…”

“Then why do you insist on pushing me, every chance you get?”

She doesn’t answer, his face so close to hers.

“Every time you open your mouth, it’s another scheme that I have to go along with because if I don’t I’m the bad guy.” Still, there’s room for him to get even closer. “No progress is made, and we’re back to square one, mugging people in the street for a living. If I do follow, what are the chances that we go anywhere anyway? You think I want that?”

“Andy, you’re getting a little… rowdy there” She finds his hands enclosing around her, that discomfort as she found herself cornered in the car by the Detective returning.

“There’s a reason I was willing to take Mom’s off-… offer, because it at least hinted at a better life than what you’ve thrown me into. I could have friends, I could talk with people, but instead, I have… I…”

“And… Andrew.”

The man above her begins to shake, eyes twitching, a quiver in his body as he curls. Frustration? Madness? Dissociation from reality?

“A-Andrew?”

Suddenly, the brother falls to his side again. The shaking does not stop, the watering in his eye, the quiver of his lips. The cleaver falls out too, but that clearly isn’t as important as what’s unfolding in front of his sister right now.

Something switches inside Ashley, and she does the unthinkable… She embraces him. His hands into hers, bodies even closer, face to face.

“You have me.” She says, finishing what Andy failed to. “You have me.”

The young man is quiet, but his shaking continues to die down. The passiveness returns in him, a few tears streaming down the corners.

“We are in this together, no matter what… I’ll always be by your side. You’d do the same for me, right?” She coos to him.

He’s quiet.

“Right?” She repeats.

“...Yeah.” He says, but does more.

The hand that once threatened to choke her out again, the hand that she holds, detaches, squirming beneath her as it wraps around back. His head inches closer, his face still wet, but nothing comes out. He ducks beside her, bosoms pressed together in union. The sorrow in his eyes remains, watching the background for activity. He can sense Ashley’s heartbeat. She can sense him too.

If only you could feel half as sad as you look right now.

“Hah, feeling better?” She smirks, such an… unintentionally intimate moment between the two, surely nothing more would come of it… right?

“Yes.” He pried his face away, coming to stare down his sister again. “So, are we sleeping on the grass this time?”

“You were the one who decided this would be a good place to sit!” She mocks, smiling all the way. “Besides, do you want to share the car with… him?

No. No you would not.

“If you could avoid snoring this time, it would be appreciated…” Andy strikes back.

“Can’t help what comes naturally.” Ashley retorts.

“Does your bad manners come about naturally too?”

“Wow, how original!”

They laugh.

It feels different. This isn’t the same Andrew. Ashley see’s it, Andy’s different. Something happened that night.

The talisman sits in her open palm, resonating as she drifts away. The Tar Soul fathoms, her sight fading and flickering. The Wolf on watch, claws buried into her.

You haven’t killed yourself yet, so enjoy this while it lasts. Your life only gets more difficult from here.



Chapter 2: Making the Grave
Summary:
Ashley suffers through yet another, more prophetic dream thanks to the Entity. Of course, it fucking sucks all things considered... But at least she has her brother.
The parents have each other as well.

Chapter Text
> You are ASHLEY

 

Look who’s in dreamland… You.

All she remembers is going to sleep in her beloved’s arms, talisman loose in her hand. But now, she’s in a place she does not wholly recall. Leyley is standing in a field. 

“Well… this is familiar-ish.”

Surrounded on all ends, branches sprawling out as trees, each twig ending in a blood red rose. It’s a long distance towards the horizon, the muted green grass stretching far away beneath an angry sky. Then again, much of the distance is covered by an ever thickening wall of bramble, spiked as they almost seek to ensnare. That or rocks and bushes.

The young woman takes her first steps, the ground soft beneath her feet, no snapping of twigs, no crunching of leaves. Just a soft pitter… It’s calm. How odd, with yesterday, the last week even. The dark sky doesn’t fade, doesn’t brighten, only following her, the first time she’s seen stars in so long. How quiet this place is, a reprieve from the chaos of her life.

Her life… hah, what a life it’s turning out to be. So much fun, so much adventure, her and Andy… Still, every story needs their villain, standing against them. And if it’s the world, so be it. They’ll live in the woods, far away and pretend no one else exists. They will elope and never worry about anyone separating them again. It would be perfect!

Would be. There is still something between them. Attached to her brother.

There can’t be anything between them, there simply shouldn’t be. But no, there is someone. Their parents. She thought Julia would be that final line of defence, keeping them apart, but she dealt with her quickly… Didn’t even have to bury her! But their old folks, they were almost-

“ Their sins crawleth down thy spine, doth thee not? ” A collection rings out from the woods, high-pitched, low-pitched. All echo.

“What?” You didn’t know that, yes, all ghosts talk like this.

She also didn’t think they’d come for her. She’s not exactly the regretful type, and last she checked, their souls aren’t exactly bound to her, seeing as how she wasn’t the one to kill them, in case they forgot.

“Okay, what the hell are you guys talking about?”

“ Th’re beest the s’rpent, high-lone and fill’d with pangs of hunger. ” The voices have no origin but from the woods, no face to tie to. “ Th're beest the beldams, consume h'r, kin. H'r bones shalt roteth. ”

The clearing stretches forward, on all sides but to the right barricade by the spiked vines, shadows moving in the dark. There is one way to go that doesn’t involve taking a trek through the crimson-leafed woodland, and while she finds these calls annoying rather than frightening, even she can tell that she shouldn't go in there. Something is waiting for her as she strides across the field.

Yes, annoying is what she’d describe them. They don’t quiet.

“ Grave wretch, thrown from h'r cradle. ”

“Why did the demon bring me here…”

“ Lonesome thing, t'rrible snake. ”

“Didn’t they say they were going to meet again? But, isn’t that in return for souls or something?”

“ Thee the lamb who is't slaught'r'd f'r thy hunteth'r. ”

These ghosts are not making a lick of sense and it’s starting to piss you off.

Are they done? That pause in the atmosphere, no other sound, no other feeling. Wind was never present before, her hair didn’t billow, so why did she hear it howling? Why now does she feel a chill, a false coldness, squirrelling up and down her back? A vague idea crawls into her head. The dog. Andrew’s new mutt. Okay, if so, why?

“ Lo and beholdeth, the predat'r is nay longeth'r by h'rself. ”

“ Englut and rip the grave ope. ”

“ Leaving nay bone unbroken, nay flesh not t'rn, nay 'rgan hath left to roteth. ”

“Okay! Can you all shut up already?” Completely disappointed with the behaviour of these spectres, Leyley finally decides to throw out her left special…

Patting her pocket, she neither finds her gun or anything happy to see her.

“(Crap…)”

She was plotting to threaten incorporeal voices that are almost certainly either complete figments of her wild imagination, or ghosts who cannot be harmed with bullets in the first place. Bullets that aren’t silver that is, or is that just a werewolf thing? Oh well, at least she can’t die here.

Can you die here? It is just a dream, but… you feel it. That chill, those voices. Eyes on your back. Your heart in your chest, thumping. If you can feel yourself pinching those little fingers, who says you aren’t really there?

It’s not the entity’s domain, just somewhere between… so what is happening? Is she having another of those episodes where the realm itself is refusing to let her go? Oh, will she wake up in her Andrew’s arms again? Hm, maybe it will be pleasant-

The howl echoes, resonating through the woods like an earthquake. It somehow both feels closer yet sounds even further away, prompting the young woman to finally go on proper alert. She can’t be hurt. Right? 

“ Runneth, s’rpent, runneth. ”

They caw, they swoop, a flock of five pitch-black birds ascend. Over the bloodred trees, reciting their little song.

“ Runneth, s’rpent,̸ ̴r̶u̷n̵n̷e̷t̸h̴. ”

“Mr. or Mrs. Demon, haha…” Leyley began to look out, a coy smile crossing her face, not one bit happy. “This isn’t a vision I was planning on receiving, man.”

“ Runn̷̛͚e̷̝͘t̴̖̋h̴̜̊,̵̹̕ ̷̿͜r̷̹͊u̶̖̇n̸̠̏n̶̗̈́e̶͓͌ṱ̵̿h̵͕̊,̶̜͊ ̶͙̓r̸̺̈́u̴̬̾n̶̦̆n̸̨͝ë̵̗t̶͎̿h̴̲̿. ”

The birds soar, circling her like vultures as Leyley paces down the aisle. Clacking beaks, feathers falling in their flutter, hateful for they have a good idea that there can be more than one who bears the eternal sin, the tarnish on their tAR sOuL .

That voice ringing in her ears again, peerless and reviling, disgustingly gritty… She knows it well, and could almost describe it as welcoming. But, where did it come from? It sounds like it… oh fuck it’s in her head, huh? This is a dream, she has to remind herself, of course the demon’s in her head. But that means the entity is inside the head of her head? A head within a head?

Stop thinking like that before whatever those ghost bird people are telling you to ‘runneth’ from catches you.

Okay, back on track- TaR soUL . There it is. She has to keep moving, compelled to simply. She has to, unless, of course, she wants to find out what’s chasing her. Chasing her? The sister looks behind herself. Nothing there to be running from. Looking ahead, nothing but the empty road. To the ground, is ground. What were you expecting? To the sky, the birds refusing to shut up. To her left woodland, and a shape she hopes does not come out.

It’s humanoid. Vaguely. Dark, black, shifting between twos and fours. She can’t see all of it, but it’s there, following her every move.

“ Ru̶̖̇n̸̠̏n̶̗̈́e̶͓͌ṱ̵̿h̵͕̊,̶̜͊ ̶͙̓r̸̺̈́u̴̬̾n̶̦̆n̸̨͝ë̵̗t̶͎̿h̴̲̿. ” The flock continues to caw.

If she had her gun, she’d either shoot these birds dead or plaster her brains across the yellowing grass if she couldn’t get any of them to drop it. Oh, how miserable her poor, unfortunate life has beco- “AHHHHHHaaaa shit-”

“ taR SOUl… ” The floating mass of darkness and burning eyes appears the moment she looks to her left, following beside her at a steady pace, slightly slower than her average walking speed.

“Fuck! You scared the shit out of me!” Leyley cannot deny her heart racing. Even now, in the perceived safety of a being far more powerful, and undoubtedly more malicious than even her. It is a demon after all, but it isn’t totally all she wants. “What…”

“ YoU usED my TALismAn. YOu aRe IN mY reaLm. ” Only one of the many eyes seem to follow the young woman.

“Yeah, was I not meant to be?” Her confusion could be justified. “(I can only assume…)”

“ thAT Is fOr yoU to DeciDE. ”

“Then I guess I’m here… anyway, what gives?”

“ ExPlAiN. ”

“Well, for starters, I’m guessing we’re just making my future vague now, no clear vision of what may come, just dreams with no apparent meaning to them.”

The entity does not seem bothered to respond.

“And what’s with the talking animals? It’s like they’ve been trying to piss me off. Are they ghosts or something?

“ SouLs arE NOt REnEWablE. fEedINg on ThEm iS Slow, bUt wiLL bE DeStrOYeD AftEr tOo mANy BitES. ”

“...And what does this have to do with these fuckwits?”

“ leaVinG sOUlS aLoNE HEals TheM. PArtIaLy. ”

Alright, so the birds are ghosts trying to haunt her… but while on a leash.

“So you’re taking the souls I’ve harvested for you… on a walk?”

“ THeY Are aPART oF yOur DrEamS. ”

“Then these birds aren’t yours.”

“ thEY aRe mInE .”

She was certain to be confused at some point when she started speaking with this incorporeal fiend here, and it’s no surprise that it came quick, fast and just that little bit expectantly. The birds do not shut up, and while she appears to be the only one affected by this near constant annoyance, it doesn’t seem like the demon is completely ignorant to the circling fowl. At least one eye from the mass is looking up, watching them.

“ S’rpent, s’rpent. ” They caw.

“Can you shut them up? They’ve been talking since I got here and I want to kick them to Mars.” Leyley is completely earnest, which still doesn't stop the crowd.

“ WE cAN’t. ” Her temptation to argue is even greater.

“Dammit… What do you want? Why am I here?”

“ noThing. YoU arE to rEVIve ViSions. ”

“I guess an endless clearing and near constant ear bleeding is my tarot reading for the night?”

She doesn’t get a laugh.

“ No. ”

“Then what, demon? What could I possibly be getting from this?”

“ WOlf. ”

“...Huh?” To say Leyley wasn’t a little perturbed by the idea that this thing is directly warning her about… a wolf.

In the distance, another howl shakes the earth, and this time, she can be certain it wasn’t just the wind. She never felt any harsh gales to begin with. Only the eyes of ravens and demons. And the shape in the woods.

Turning back the way of the demon, the young woman sees that she is alone again. The voice in her head though, it made itself very clear to her.

“ coNTiNue. Do NoT stoP. ”

“You…” Frustration dictates she feels just that. She shouldn’t. She doesn’t.

She’s in it now, she knows. The avians continue to sing, more despondently by the minute, louder and quieter, nearer and farther, constantly circling overhead, showering the path behind her in shed feathers. All saying to run, run, run . The serpent must run.

She doesn’t. This is a dream, it’s all a dream, it has to be. It has to be. If you stop then you’ll just wake up, right? Maybe if she starts screaming, Andy will hear her trying to wake, he can wake his sister again from this bad dream and… She can’t breathe. No, she can but it's hard. Shallow as it can be, trying to make it through the long corridor of trees, refusing to look anywhere.

She has to keep going, it’s what the demon said. More direct than what she had initially interpreted would be the case, but, is it better than nothing? No, if she had nothing, the chill wouldn’t be as cold. If she could breathe normally, she wouldn’t feel lighter either. The birds wouldn’t be swooping down to nab pecks at her.

The moment they started pecking her, it began to feel like she was in one of those movies they got at the rental store, Attack of the Giant Pelicans? Fuck off with that low-budget shit, no, this was different.

“F-Fuck, you fucking twats!”

She began to run. She didn’t care if she didn’t have the lung capacity for it right now, she had to. Because a dream wouldn’t actually hurt. A nightmare though, a nightmare could.  She yells, blocking her head as the flock descends, screeching their song.

 

“ Ȓ̸̗̠͎̯̖̹̲̺͍͈̱̘̺͛̕̚͜ͅů̴̜̗̜̩̗̠̒̑̍͌̉̀̈́͘̕n̶̯̪̘̈n̸͉̙̯̺̆̈́͒́͗̎͗̀̐͑̽̂͜͝e̶̖̅̌̒̐̀t̸̡̬̼̰̻͚̙͉̋̇̿̊͗̌̓͝h̴̨͔͚͈̤̙̮̲̼̼͗͘,̷͍̄̈́̀̚ ̷̦͒̆͒̑s̵̛͍̫̲͚͙̀͂͌̑͗̽'̴̛̟̱͂̉͑̀̂̌͂͛̋̓r̶̛̫̖̭̤̺͂̈́̀́̍͊̀̕͝p̸̧̩͙̠̭͓̪͙̻̙̺̰̩̯͌̈́̓́̄̍̈́̌̂̕͜e̵͎̟̍͗̓͋͋̔̂̉͑n̷͕̲̫̼̘͓̟̠̐̀̃̅́̈́̕t̸̳̺̯̹̖͚̞͈̠̗͔̼̺̐̑̑̊̾̀̏̆̍̍͗̕̕͜͝͠,̷̢͉̝̝͇̿͌̀͆̒͒̎͠ ̸̛̹̺̙̹̱͔̠̤̭̗̘̙̦̼͕͒̇̽̅̽̓̔͋r̵̡̲͖̐͜ŭ̷͕̟̟̠n̴̨̯͖͚̳̞̪̘̯̲͕̍̑́̓͛͑͂̇͗͝ͅn̶̖̠̗̳͉̱̟̤̯̹̩̙̈́͊̽̀̈́̄̿̍͊̀ě̸̡̘̞̭͌ͅt̴̡̛̛̛̥̠͈͕̯̱̙̣̊͐́̒̊̍̂̌ḥ̶̨̮̖̩̟̦̪̝̤̻͗̇͗̌̏́̈́̈̀͋͋͝͝͝.̵̫̆̔̅̃̔̿͊́͘͝͝͝ ̶̡̧̢̰̗̝̘̰̝̦̠̱̦̥̩͌̅̀͐̌̐̀̾̏̚R̵͍͙̜̓̄̑͌̏̈́̅̌͂̅̑́͊͗͝u̵̡̧͓͈̜̙͇̻͚̰̹̪͙̜͗́̄̒ņ̷͎̯̣̭͚̠̠͙͚̱̫̥̇̎̎̂ǹ̴̖̲͈̞͇̩̭̟̮͋̂̈͠e̴̡̢̦͎͙̳̳̦̻̬̯͐̅̈̏̅͆̔̑̊͋̕̕͝͠t̴̨̡̗̰͎̠̲̃̋́h̸̨̛͙̖̣́̉̎̋̇̃̅̆.̸̹̙̫̤̰̘̠̟̈́̑̈́̍͑̾̾̉͊̽́͐͜͝͝ ̶̢͓͔̜̙̬̖̖̝̺̣̫͈̿̊̂̌͐͒̃͛̊͗̇͊̈́R̶̨̛͇̗͓̞͒́̐̓̐̔̿͛͌͋̉̌̈́̚u̷̮͓̬̙̓̐̓̈́̿̑͑̏̌͆̚͝n̶͕̿͂̀́̓͒͆͛̚͘͝ņ̷̥͕͓̗̯͚̀́̏̀̆̿e̴͕̣̙̫͚̺̙͓͖͇͌̀ͅt̷̡̛͈̼̫̗̩̥͕̗͙̬̘̤͊̑͑̓͗̓̿̉̋̍̕̕͜ḩ̶̢̞͉̻͓͉̩͙̬̮̲͎̤̍͗̿̎͂͑͘͜.̸̢̙̦̥̱̹̖̜̙̙̝̗̜͔̺͂͋̄̈̑̑̆̈̅͐̇͗̕͝  “ They sing.

 

“Stop! Fuck- AH!” Unfortunately, she’s too busy protecting her scalp to notice what’s in front of her.

Clutching her head, clamping her ears, she fails to notice the one protrusion in this entire clearing, a rock, just big enough for her foot to stumble upon. Falling to the ground and hitting it hard, the grass showed no comfort as the birds came down. They sing, they caw, they peck. She swears she feels herself being pried open as the shape emerges from the woods.

Fade to black…

—

“Look at you, little miss whiny pants!”

“Ooooh, gonna cry? Gonna crawl to your mommy?”

“She doesn’t have one, does she?”

“Oh, she just hates her too!”

The children laughed, you’re crawling away. They laughed as you laid there, bruised like you were gonna become a California raisin. You were just trying to find a nice spot outside school to have your lunch, now look at it, strewn on the floor for the ants. You belonged to the bugs too, apparently. You tried to get up, one boy threatening to kick your gut again if you make another movement.

Your black overalls are getting all dirty, stuck in the dust, hideous like the rest of you. They won’t let you back up. Every time you tried to bend up, to face them head on, they jutted forward, and you flinched.

“Little bugger refuses to stay down!” One boy growled.

“Freak!”

“Shut up, freak!” A girl your age snarled.

You felt the tears stream down your face, your snivels all to yourself. You couldn’t say anything to them that would get you left alone, nothing that wouldn’t also bring hell on your head. They hissed everytime you tried to get away, but they blocked you, throwing you back.

Animals they were. 

“You did something to Nina, you bint!” One of the boys approached, the bigger one. The one that looked like if he really wanted to, he could hurt you. And he did. “What did you do to her, freak!”

He wasn’t asking. You can’t be bothered anymore to speak, they weren’t your friends. You didn’t have friends, remember? You are alone here. You will be beaten in this dark corner of the play yard, you won’t go to the teacher, nobody will know of this day. It will repeat again whenever they think of finding you. Maybe that time, the black eye will be noticeable.

“What did you do to her, you brat!”

What do they care about her? That hussy never spoke with any of them, she was never their friend. But everyone at school heard, she’s missing, she’s gone. You were just last seen with her. That’s it. Certainly enough evidence for her classmates to start getting pushy. Oh, if only they knew.

If they knew, they wouldn’t be so forceful on you. You gave that flooze everything she deserved, and you’ll do the same to them too if it means you can watch them choke on-

Your back is bashed against the brickwall, threatening to break you. The boy’s hands hurt your arms as he brought you up to eye level. You struggled against him, but it was useless.

“Hey!” Andy’s here, finally. “Leave her alone!”

“Go away, Andy!”

“None of your business, Andy!”

They’ll tear the both of you up if it means making sure you pay for what they don’t know you did. You deserve it anyway.

Andy broke through the wall of kids trying to block him from his sister. Your big brother tried to do the same with that big boy, but you were both small. They pushed, you managed to get out, you ran, only looking back to see the boy smack someone many would’ve once thought respectable across the face. That little bastard had a fresh bite mark on the opposite arm.

“Monsters, both bloody things!” He said, running with his posse.

No doubt they were in trouble now, the group running off to whichever teacher was on duty and bringing them over to drag you and your brother, kicking and screaming to the principal’s office.

You look at your brother. He’s only lightly bruised, unlike you. He protected you. And what did you give back to the poor thing

“You could’ve been quicker…” You told him. He wasn’t annoyed, no, something worse.

“What did you want me to do? They wanted to hurt you, Leyley.” He was sad, twiddling his thumbs as you lambasted him. Of course he would be upset. Upset about you, probably, of course he would be…

“And they don’t know shit, yet they come running after me!” You complained, you moaned. You hurt all over and can’t feel your abdomen without cringing from the pain. “You were meant to be her for me. It’s you and me, Andy, not me alone.”

“What are you saying?”

“You know what I’m saying! You’re going back on me!”

“What!?”

“You’re trying to pretend that nothing happened well, guess what, Andy? No one likes  you either, but of course you’re suspect number two!” You’re lost yourself. You don’t even know half of what you’re saying. “I’m number one for once.”

“Cut that shit out, Leyley.” Andy is rightfully pissed. Everyone is with you… “You know I am trying my best.”

“Then your best isn’t enough,”

You could see bags begin to form beneath his eyes. That shadowy grimace is a peering gaze you will come to know very well from your brother. He’s exhausted, just like you.

“I’m trying, everything I can, A-Ashley.” He addresses your name with a quake.

“Try. Harder.” You’re almost certain he’ll finish what that thick-headed loser started before Andy came to her rescue. “Maybe I won’t be so sore next time…”

Those million things he wanted to say to you still didn’t come.

“...Did you say anything?” The brother asked.

“Nope, why would you think that?”

He doesn’t reply.

“You really fucked up there too, you know.” You could almost giggle. “Bit that fattie real good. What did he taste like?”

No response

“He deserved it. You should’ve bitten everyone, made them think you are rabid…” You could hardly crack any further from that beating earlier.

Still, nothing was said.

“...Okay, say something, it’s on your mind, I know it.” You tried to appeal to him.

“I have nothing to say to you…” Clear as fucking day. Still, you press on.

“No, clearly there is. Spit it out before I have to open your mouth and make you.”

“Okay then, how about this, you stop everything you’re doing, and let me have a normal life. I-”

“Killed that harlot.”

“No! We agreed on this… ”

“I don’t remember that.”

“The bloodpact?” Oh yeah, that.

You just honestly are half as remiss to give a crap about that day, even if it was kinda fun. It wasn’t even that long ago.

“You remember what I’d do to you if this ever gets out?” He tried to sound threatening.

“You never said. That I can remember.” It didn’t work too well.

“No strings, Leyley.” The act continued. “You’d leave me no choice.”

“All bark, Andy. All bark, hah ha… You wouldn’t hurt me, would you?”

“... No.”

“Exactly what I thought. You wouldn’t lay a finger on your cute lil’ sister if it meant saving yourself, hm?”

“No…”

“Hah, you’re only cuter when you’re angry.”

“Stop…”

“Now why should I?”

“Because a teacher is coming…?”

That she is. Followed shortly behind by a team of gremlins and crotch goblins, of whom you made a powerful enemy of. Would you both scatter to the wind, running for the hills to avoid capture? No, you won’t. You accepted your fate the moment you and Andy got that hussy to keel over.

Maybe if they really knew, you wouldn’t face this with such bravery. More than your brother by any chance, more than all of them combined facing little old you. But they didn’t know. They just know Andy is a biter, and you are worse. And so, you both were taken away. You didn’t see the playground, not the kids, and not any of the teachers you could just barely tolerate. No, you were locked in a room to do school work in complete silence. Alone.

It had to be alone. And it would go on for a week after that. Once you went home, it was microwave dinner, and then straight to bed. You weren’t allowed to speak with Andy, and neither was he to you. Mom, would make sure.

Those were some of the worst days of your life out of an already shit existence.

This isn’t much better.

—

Squawking, pecking, cawing, singing. The crows lay waste upon Leyley with reckless abandon, while the young woman is forced to endure their assault. How long is this going on for? How many minutes have passed with no rescuer? Where's Andy? The shape in the woods, creeping onward, there he is, better than this, most certainly.

Now. Behold a beast. For that is neither hers, nor is it Andrew. It bites the hand that feeds it, tearing flesh once more, and finally, Ashley acts.

Rising from the crowd of flurrying fowl, she roars, yanking herself away with a quick lurch. The thing that bites instead of pecks grabs her by the heel, only for her other foot to come flying in. She collides with something that grunts with her kick, letting go temporarily before those teeth bite through her shoe again. Claws scrape as she pulls free, leaving behind one of her heels as she, ultimately, forces herself to run. So short of breath…

Into the woods, not the clearing that has provided as of yet zero reassurance, but into the dangerous woods that threatened to rip her apart still. What choice does the sister have? Become so mangled by animals that she becomes nigh unrecognisable, like the Detective they sicked their hound upon, like the cultist they butchered and ate?

She refuses this fate. Not today, losers! She thinks to them, but the birds don’t stop their tune, and the beast among the shapes treks after, following her into the brush. Howling, wailing, gnarling.

“F-Fuck!” She tries to breathe properly, only for that shortness to become tighter on her, wrapping around her neck, piercing her lungs.

She can feel herself tripping, stumbling, fighting against the branches of red flower trees, low hanging and sharp of the thorn that pricked her hide.

“Where-”

Where indeed, you’re lost, alone and aloof. Off the beaten path. Soon to be mutilated.

And then she falls again, to the ground amongst the brambles, piercing her flesh like hooks. These woods are of hate, and she has been ensnared, caught in a web that she shall not break from. They will devour her.

The footsteps behind her she cannot see. The breath on her ear she cannot hear. The touch on her hip she cannot know. Claws bury into her, the sound of ripping finally reaching her, the choir of birds above, having alerted it to her.

“Please…” Ashley moans, only to feel complete distress. This nightmare is real. It hurts. And those aren’t teeth. “No. No no no NO NO-”

Her cries fall silent as she tries to crawl away, only to be shattered as she’s pulled back, kicking and screaming. You thought you could escape this? This is the path your leading, the future you’re walking into.

Claws tear into her, are they claws? They dig anyway, near ripping open her skin as it does her clothes, a terrible growl coming from her assailant’s throat. Belt and pants are torn off, she knows what it’s doing. And she’s fighting. She’s fighting fast and hard against it. But she isn’t strong, for one hand is enough to keep her down.

“Get the fuck off me- gah!”

If she’s pushed any further, she’ll start sinking into the dirt. She can’t fight long, no, she really can't… she has to get up. She has to get out.

The chill regards her with nothing but contempt. Heartlessness. What she deserves after all she has done. It’s rough, it hurts, hurts enough that her scream lasts. Long enough that it drowns away with her vision, the sensation of a horrible thing ravaging her most sanctimonious reaches, this thing…

“Hey, you’re alright…” Andrew reassures her.

She awakes to a morning sky, pink, orange and purple, blue highlights just on the horizon, past the trees and playground equipment. Hair on end, sweaty… A very bad nightmare. Then again, the talisman drifting out of her hand was not as… mythical now, as it was when she went to sleep.

Andrew is beside her, crouching down with hands on her arms. Sitting up, she looks into his eyes, wondering where he’s been but… she couldn’t bring herself to ask. Why would he have left anyway?

“What’s up with you?” The young man paws her down.

“It was just a bad dream.” Leyley’s breathing is back to normal.

“Yeah, looks like it… ”

“What time is it?”

Her brother looks to the car, then to the sky.

“I don’t know, morning?”

“Narrow it down a little?” She palms her head.

“Six?”

“... So early-early?”

“Yes, early-early.”

“Okay, too early for preschoolers then…” A sigh of relief escapes her.

“We should get going. Leave the car.”

“We can wait a little, it’s been awhile since we’ve been to a park…”

“What? Ashley, are we children?”

“Andy, when was the last time we had any fun…?” She pauses… “For old time’s sake, you know?”

Both fall silent, the young man covering his face with a frustrated, hopeless look, eyelids peeled back as he forces himself to confront the wretch standing in front of him. How dare she suggest that, as wanted fugitives, to have fun out in broad daylight? Let alone in a playground.

Why can’t she just play darts at the back of some seedy bar where no one will notice like the rest of the criminals he definitely knows? But, it sure wasn’t like the cops were on their ass right now, so hey, why not risk their lives for something that shouldn’t even be fun for grown ups like them?

Andrew looks at the sister, the younger sibling refusing to meet his gaze now. How embarrassing it must be, to be scolded for suggesting something so stupid… She gets up, beginning to walk past him, only to feel his hand stop her.

She looks up, brow raised.

“Huh?” She’s confused.

“Let’s do it.”

“Huh?” She’s even more confused.

The young man breaks away, moving towards the playground. Slides covered in so much sand that the ride down will feel like sandpaper, and Andrew’s the only one wearing pants here. The ropes of the jungle gym are so withered that it’s likely with their weight the ropes will snap. Paints chipping, metals rusting, plastic’s cracking.

This is a place that’s seen its fair share of use. Weathered throughout time. The safest option is the swing set, but even then, those chains are orange.

“For old time’s sake… crap, okay, these?” He gestures to the swing, while not entirely sold on the idea of doing this, but willing nonetheless.

Leyley approaches, eyeing between him and the playground equipment. Before either could react to the other, she’s grappling her big bro, nuzzling against his shoulder with a squeal of delight.

“Thank you!” She laughs, just before detaching, running off to the swings.

She nearly falls off sitting on one, the thing just too small for her fat ass. Probably can’t support her fat tits for very long either, but that’s to be seen.

Once she’s found herself properly seated, she looks to her beloved, glazed over for a moment.

“...What?” Andrew crosses his arms.

“Are you going to stand there or are you going to push your sister?”

“Can’t you do it yourself?”

“I’ll get better momentum if someone’s there to push me, so get behind me and start thrusting!”

“...Did you have to word it like that?”

“Just start it already! I want to feel the breeze in my hair…”

“You lazy bitch…”

“Hah, and what were you doing while I was asleep? Probably doing a whole lot of nothing as well, huh?” She mocks.

“Also sleeping, until you woke me up with your mumbling…”

“Whatever you say! Now, get behind me, Andy.”

You have a smug look on her face. How much Andrew must wish to wipe it off.

She’s feeling them, her brother’s hands upon her shoulder. The familiarity there is something she cherished whenever it wasn’t… well, against her. This doesn’t feel like it. Maybe because it’s a little hard to push someone and make them feel tender. Maybe because this isn’t the same hand she remembers.

She can’t say. What she can note is the sudden feeling of being thrusted forward, hair flowing back and forth slightly at first, but with each push, the high of being high, feeling like a kid again takes over.

“Hah hah hah!” Yes, you are enjoying this. She’s not even that far off the ground, and yet she has never felt so free… until the moment had to come to an end.

She couldn’t tell if it were two minutes or ten, but eventually, the young man just stopped. Sitting down on a swing beside her, letting her soar to and fro while her hair unravelled in her movement. She is giggling all the way to her stop, where she finally notices that the fun has stopped.

“Oh, is my brother’s weak lil’ arms sore now?” You clearly haven't noticed the hickey on your neck.

“If I was, then I don’t think I’d have even been pushing you at all.”

“Well if you’re looking for a turn, I guess I can spare some time…”

“I’m not playing. We’re doing this because it’s a distraction, and my head is loud…”

“Wow, what a way to kill that mood…”

“Don’t let it. I guess my arms are tired too.” His head hangs a little. Glancing over, she’s curious. “What were you dreaming about…?”

“...I was in a forest. The demon was… not very helpful about it.”

“You were having a vision?”

“I don’t really know! It was all symbolic or some shit, but for some reason the souls we gave to that thing were there, I think, they were birds, and-”

“Slow down! You’re talking too fast, let me know what’s up.”

“...You are sounding quite worried, Andrew. Something you’d like to say?” That smile creeps back in…

“N-No, you just have visions of the future and, well I’m worried what they may entail. Don’t want to end up dead because of not knowing what’s going to happen, that’s all...”

She doesn’t buy it completely.

“Okay, it… it isn’t pleasant. I didn’t see anything about you, but me?” She struggles to say it to its completion. “I… I was attacked by something. Bigger than me, stronger, wholly black and…”

“What happened…?” He doesn’t like what he’s hearing, but he has to know.

“...Something bad.”

Both are quiet, Leyley looking away, almost… disheartened.

“It won't happen.” Andrew says, just quietly enough that she can still hear.

She looks his way, and he isn’t sitting anymore. He’s by her side, kneeling in a way that he can just still look the sister in her face.

“We won’t let it happen.” He restates, brandishing his increasingly rare smile.

“I… Yes, it won’t. Promise?”

“I’m kinda stuck with you, so yeah.”

“Hah… can you keep it?”

“What are you impl-”

Above them, the connection between the chains of the swing Leyley sits upon and the bars creaks, ever so nonchalantly… Before snapping with an unceremonious crack. The chains clatter down with the young woman, both falling into the mulch without grace.

“Are you alright?” Despite the context, that smile does not fade.

“I’m, crap, I’m fine. Now my ass hurts though…” She groans, but doesn’t feel too bad either.

“Yes, your fat ass.”

“...Oh HAH HAH Andy, I think you meant to say ‘fat tits.’”

“Hahahaha! Who’s the one who keeps eating all that junk food?”

“That’s the only thing we are allowed to buy, dumbass!”

Regardless of the misstep, they are able to laugh. Laugh! Wow, maybe this was a good idea, a break from the absolute chaos of their life… No blood having to be spilled. No foreboding presence of danger, minus the prophecy that puts Leyley in harm's way. No… nothing. Just honest jest.

They need more of that in their lives. Especially now, after the fit of snickers and giggles they planted themselves with, where dawn strikes them, and they have to understand where fate shall lead.

The young woman comes to her feet, brushing off her butt as she remembers where they are. A playground, yes, but also where they’re car was. The one they’ve so haphazardly totalled. She can see the flies buzzing around.

“So I guess we’re skipping breakfast?” She asks, noting the fact that either everything they are going to eat is covered in a rotten spray of old blood and human grease, or it’s covered in that but there are also maggots infesting their backseat.

Either way, the car smelt like death.

“Depends, want to go fishing?” He pauses… “We’re not eating the Detective. Not this guy.”

“I wasn’t planning to! It’s covered in dog spit.” The sister retorts. “I’m not some animal who will eat whatever she finds!”

“Oh yeah, you’re a sophisticated cannibal alright.” With fava beans and a nice chianti, no less.

“Speak for yourself, but…” She looks to her brother’s pocket. Not the one with the knife. “Still have the bell, or did you lose it?”

“Why would I lose something this valuable? I’d expect that out of you more than anything…”

Slowly, he plucks a small bulge from his left, and there, the cast iron bell appears, silent and unresponsive. Because, you know, it’s an inanimate object sitting still.

What about it do you want?

The sister snatches this dinner bell from Andrew, the young man appearing confused, frightened and angry as without prompt, shaking it like she’s trying to wake up an adderall-addicted chimpanzee. And forgot chimpanzee’s aren’t keen on being fucked with.

Sure enough… nothing.

“Huh?” Leyley is confused, maybe thankfully, for what would happen if that dog was summoned wouldn’t likely be favourable.

Thankfully, her brother snatches his gift, his ‘use’ right back from her hand, keeping the blasted thing out from her reach.

“What the hell was that for?” He is rightfully pissed at this sudden intrusion, although it’s not as bad as, say, when she pulled that gun on their parents… That went south fast.

“I wanted to see if we could draw that hellhound out again!” One of her hands dives in, only to be caught and pressed back to her.

“Well clearly it didn’t work. Maybe it also has a price…”

“Of course it would… double the trinkets, double the souls! I hate this economy.”

Andrew thought of what to do… it isn’t exactly good that it may be the case, but… this is his. If he tried to use Leyley’s talisman, would it work? Or to diminishing effect? At all? Maybe…

“If I ring this, maybe it will work.” Her brother suggests.

“Okay, use it. Get the puppy out.”

“But first… why do you want me to us it?”

“Wouldn’t it be obvious…?” Her brows thoroughly, looking off and away. “We’re finding our parents. And if anything can help us, would it not be an animal known for tracking?”

“This isn’t an animal, Ashley… it’s a demon.”

“But it looks like a dog, so it probably is one.”

“Ashley… you know what. Fair… but what if we shouldn’t?”

“... Don’t pull this on me. Like, no, we should find them. We could’ve been arrested!”

“And separated, I know. We both don’t want that but…”

“What but? They’re wretched! The wankers tricked you and nearly got us both into proper trouble. Hell, I thought you were dead when I first walked in on you, butt-ass naked!”

“Okay, yes, I know! But-” Headache returns. Right on cue.

“They locked us out of their credit card too! We can’t buy anything anymore.”

“That I don’t think is as… fuck, as bad as-”

“What, Andrew? They’re terrible, they did insurance fraud on us! And that’s not mentioning, oh, hardly mentioning everything they did, before lockdown.”

“Ashley-” He is clutching his head now, the sister yelling doing no favours.

“No Andrew, what? What could they have possibly done that it warrants us not to hunt them down and put those bastards in the ground?”

“If you shut up for a moment, I will tell you!”

“Oh.”

Your brother can’t believe you. You don’t care, but let him speak. Let him say what he wants.

“Leyley, they gave wrong descriptions. They gave wrong directions.” The young man explained, one side of his face obscured by his hand, squeezing on it. “The… the promise I made with them, they kept their end. So, we should keep ours.”

“...And let them go?” She believes it. But she doesn’t care. “One good deed out of them means shit compared to the mountain of manure they dug atop of us. Do you really think they deserve anything short of what we’ll do to them in comparison?”

“I never said they weren’t bad. And it probably isn’t fair to begin with. They did do this though, and if we go back on this, after everything already? If we don’t succeed, the fire will be lit under our asses again… do you want that?”

“Would I rather live knowing our dirtbag Mom and Dad are roaming free while we are scrounging in the dirt, being chased by cops that… oh yeah, have your fingerprints?”

Andrew falls deathly quiet, pale as a ghost.

“It doesn’t really matter, does it…?” She could’ve been smug. She isn’t.

“No…” Still rubbing his head, the young man admits defeat.

“Exactly, now, are you going to fuss up and do this… or are we going to pretend we’re doing what’s ‘best?’”

No, she doesn’t know half the story, but in the same way she doesn’t want to tell of her future potential rape, he doesn’t want to speak of the one night stand he had with their mother. Some explanations would be a lot harder to even mention without everything feeling completely fucked.

“I said yesterday we would… so I guess we are.” Andy peels back his eyelids, staring down a prideful, victorious sibling.

“Thank you, you’re the best!” She takes to his side, taking him by the shoulder like he had with her, so soon earlier. “Now… let’s see our new dog, shall we?”

The bell was still in his hand, inactive and unresponsive to many of his prior gestures, only when Andrew took the trinket into his hand, and gave it a good, proper shake, did it appear to do anything.

It still didn’t make a sound, but that cold chill present yesterday when they first summoned the infernal dog… it returns.

Looking down, about six feet from where they stand, the shape of a canine began to form from the thin air. Completely motionless, it emerged from nothing. It didn’t look any different, still imposing as a hound straight from hell would look, and completely cold in its demeanour.

Leyley breaks from her brother, walking over to the semi-corporeal mutt.

“Hey there, buddy sorry for having proper introductions to you.” She speaks to the dog, who only looks at her with… a disinterest in its complexion. “I’m Leyley, that is Andy-”

“Andrew! Andrew.” Andrew corrected, the headache ear-splitting.

“Whatever. We are your masters! And we need you, to help find our deadbeat parents, can you do that?”

The dog doesn’t even tilt its head. It just looks at her with a glazed over expression. The sister looks to her Beloved, just as confused as she is.

“Maybe if I-” She motions her palm close to its face. Andy has an almost instinctual reaction.

The blackdog is not one to take any hand gesture as a sign of peace.

She didn’t even get to touch the short, remarkably coarse fur of the monster before it struck fast, biting down on her hand and immediately drawing blood. Ashley steps back, prying herself away as it tries once more to get another drop of ichor, only for its master to step in. Andrew stands between them, a barrier for the sister, a blockage for his hound.

“Heel!” He demands.

Like that, the mutt becomes pacified, its shallow growling ceasing as it sits down.

Ashley is still palming her hand, the bite not exactly deep, but it is still bleeding. As if her hand hasn’t gotten enough beating in the last two days, what with the summoning circle and… this now.

“What the hell was that for!?” She is near trying to fight Andrew for her answer, and he’d understand why.

“I-I don’t know!”

“Then why did it attack me? Isn’t it meant to protect you and your family?”

“The demon said… ah…” He clutches his head, some worry beginning to spawn from the sister. “It said that it will protect me, and my progeny?”

“Kids…? Great, so siblings don’t count… thank you, bitch.” She turns to the dog, who does not bother mauling her again.

“So it’s only protecting me… Okay, I guess I’m the one giving orders.” He raises his arms up. “About time.”

“Oh shut up, you’re still following me.”

“Yeah, your plan to kill our parents… hah, I can’t disagree.”

“Then let’s stop parading around the issue, and get some comeback.”

Her brother looks back to the car, its rotting stench and damage to the exterior, an eyesore and deterrent for the nose. He doubts they’ll be needing that lump of junk anymore, considering it’s just a target on their back now. But… the young adults walked towards the vehicle, an odor unlike anything they’ve smelt before wrenching their noses away as they are nearly brought to tears. The Detective smells bad, really fucking bad. But there was something in there they needed…

Opening up the glove box, out popped the credit card they deemed as useless now, considering they couldn’t take anymore money from it.

Taking it, he waves the card, whistling to his spectral beast as it decides to shamble over, the chill following it until it comes to stop at his feet. Eye level with their waist, it pokes its nose into Andy’s palm, sniffing the card. It had their scent on it, duh… but even moreso, it had Mrs. Graves scent all over it, embedded in it.

Once presumably finished with taking in the smell, its ears perk, looking elsewhere. As far as they are aware, there’s nothing apparent in that direction… But there’s a hunch that it got the trail. It really isn’t how smell works, but this is a demonic dog we’re talking about. It’s going to work its magic not no other pup.

“What about the car?” Leyley points out, darting between the mutt and the corpse.

The best option was the one that left no evidence. By the time anyone reports of a flaming car in a playground, they’ll be gone.

Taking out his lighter, he hands it to the young woman, who gladly takes it. They already had something flammable in there, and it was currently attached to the gore of yesterday’s assailant.

A minute later, a small flicker begins to form on the blood-stained cloth of the corpse. Surprisingly, said ichor didn’t seem to dampen the fire’s ability to burn, eating through the cloth with wisps of smoke. They have to stay around a little, watching as it glows just in case the flame fades. It doesn’t.

The fire burns, the scent of burning plastic and hair plastering their faces. From where they stand, they can see the flame rising, burn up the inside of the car they’ve been living in for the last couple weeks. It’s almost sombering, to see it go despite it not even being their car.

“Goodbye… car.” Leyley clasps her hands together, turning to her brother. “Do you have any words for it?”

“... No.” The dog has been real patient with them, even though it probably could’ve just disappeared into oblivion again.

The siblings join the mutt, clearly waiting for something more…

“Okay, Fido…” The young man commands with just as much displeasure as before… “Find our parents.”

The moment his mouth closes, it begins to trot at a steady, determined pace. Across the small field, to the sidewalk, across the road.

“...When we find them, don’t hesitate.” Leyley enforces, taking the lead after they watched their dog for a second.

With a sigh, Andrew can only follow.

 

> You are . . .

 

Tap running, dishes clashing, a low window just looking over the parking lot and the subsequent city abound, pedestrians walking their dogs... It’s a familiar living situation, though this time there wouldn’t even be a balcony for them to jump from if they wished.

She’s still running water, washing a bowl they’ve neglected to clean for a couple days, the beef chilli sticking to the sides, hard like gravel glued onto the inside of the dish. She can remember how much heartburn it gave her. There are still a couple dishes they haven’t touched, stacking up because neither of you have the energy. It’s an increasingly bad habit, one that likely wouldn’t have been a problem if you just did not fuck your hubby without a condom.

Pausing, but not turning the tap off, Mrs. Graves glances at her surroundings. It’s an apartment, so similar to the one they were stuck in not too long ago. They knew it was going to be a downgrade from their little home in the suburbs, but this is even smaller than that. They didn’t even have a designated bedroom, just a living room with a couch that extends into a bed.

They didn’t even get to have all their stuff with them. No, it was all ‘evidence.’ Yeah, forced to stay for God knows how long in a small studio apartment with nothing but the little welfare they were gifted in order to ‘live,’ the clothes on their back, and the constant breathing down her neck of a dynamic duo are more than likely out for them.

Poetic, dontcha agree?

“(Shut up.)” Mrs. Graves, senile and in desperate need to bitch , talks to the air.

Whatever you say, hotstuff.

Returning to the dishes with the shallowest of sighs, a weariness held close to heart by anyone feeling watched swirls within. Or at least, something wrong. Of course something’s wrong, why wouldn’t it be?

A shame they couldn’t exist in their own home at the moment, not while they are under witness protection. New names, new positions in their work environment, new everything, until their worse-than-sin children end up behind bars, or at this point, in the ground. Maybe then, the doctor will get his kidneys.

But until then…

The husband walks through the door, earlier than yesterday. His sunken expression is accentuated by a growing beard, although it’s only patchy stubble, seemingly growing bags almost as prominent as hers.

The mother is only halfway through the dishes when she stops, turning around to see him shambling inside, clothes a little rough around the edges.

“Rough day, dear…?” Her disheartened tone is immediately picked up on.

“No no, just… tiring.” It wasn’t everything, they both knew.

Usually they’d have a lot to speak of. These last two weeks have made it down right miserable to mention anything without getting homesick or being reminded of the two psychopaths that nearly did them in.

Mrs. Graves is left to sigh, walking over to the fridge to grab two cans. Isn’t hard to find them, their fridge is nearly empty save for leftover Indian food, some yoghourt and a jar of sauerkraut.

A cheap drink to null the daily pain wasn’t something he’d be against right now, taking it from her with a small thanks. She’s not even cracked the can open and Mr. Graves is downing the whole thing like he went on a marathon through the stabby back streets of Dublin. By the end, he’s huffing, out of breath, even coughing as he drank too fast.

The Misses is not even a quarterway through.

“... What’s wrong?” They’re both looking at each other, and before he even answers, there’s an agreement.

No punches pulled, just talk. However painful it may be.

“About that night…” Dad began. “Why…?

“What about it…” Mom groaned quietly. “Have we not already discussed…?”

“Are you getting upset?”

“No! Just… I know you’re not doing well either, but this… we’re meant to put this behind us, like before.”

“Did you have to?”

Her husband’s sudden assertiveness surprises the mother.

“Sorry… y-you’re right, I’m…” He quickly retracts from this stance, shrinking away already.

“I’m terrible…” She interrupts, slouching as she holds the drink in a hang. “You’re right to be concerned, and I will say it. I’m terrible.”

“You are not terrible, honey.”

“I fucked our son.”

“...Did you have to have sex with him?”

“In hindsight, maybe I could’ve done something else…”

“Continue to badger him until he accepts working at my company?”

The 30 odd year old mother glances her hubby’s way, both containing a strained, eerily similar glimmar of acceptance.

“I could have…”

“Or-”

“Convince him his sister was only going to cause even more trouble, and he’d be better off sacrificing her?” She still isn’t sold on them actually being able to summon… anything if such occult things exist.

“That to… so why not those?”

The wife pauses, staring off into the endless expanse, looking… disinterested. He knows better.

“I saw how he was looking at me. How he was looking at his sister…” She spoke quietly, before turning to Mr. Graves. “Do I look like Ashley?”

The older man, although not by very much, looks taken aback by the question. But he humours her anyway, looking around at her form. The resemblance… he can’t see it. But maybe if he squints hard enough…

Oh yeah, he sees it.

“You…” First he points at the ponytail.

She gets it, although it now makes her want to let her hair down and never tie it back up…

“And…” He hesitates.

Deadpan, he makes a cupping motion over his chest. On a closer look, they do seem bigger. He can’t remember them like that. Reasonably, the muffled growling of the mother causes some small distress.

“Of course…” Taking a gulp from the drink, can now on the table, she tries to comprehend this speculative information.

She can only imagine what exactly was running through her son’s head as he looked at her… or was he seeing his mother at all?

“I knew the opportunity when I saw it, and as it turns out,” she continues from her previous, eye-catching statement. “A hormonal teenager with a boner for his sister can be convinced into doing what you ask of him… if you look like her…”

“That’s…”

“Disgusting. I know…” She pauses… “If I could go back, maybe I’d have smashed a wood board over his head first.”

“… You’re clever, yet somehow, I was surprised how rash you are. Something our children seemed to have inherited from you. Among other things.”

One can even say these apples… didn’t fall too far from the tree, aye?

“Too rash? Haha, you try being the one making decisions when it comes to groceries!”

“I can do groceries.”

“Last time,” long before the Graves siblings arrived at their homely abode, “the only thing you got right from our grocery run was the apple pie.”

“Pfft…” A smile begins to creep into that weathered face of his. “And you still managed to salvage that night. Scallions and porkchops… didn’t think I’d like anything from a pig other than bacon.”

“I always have a plan. I have a plan for everything!”

“Hmp… do you have a plan… for this?”

The husband bounds from his chair, near to smothering his wife in his embrace. Both are uncontrollable, not having this much energy in a while. Somehow, despite the subject of their conversation and overall direness of their situation, they are able to joke. Even more than a joke.

Their faces are close, smiles wide in a tickling match. Their eyes open to see each other in this sudden, hopeful place. How long it’s been…

“... Are you mad at me?” Mrs. Graves isn’t the one prostrating here. “I know I did some… hah, real fucked up shit, but, it isn’t too bad, right?”

“Why would I be? You did… everything you could. For both of us.” She could tell that it’s half-hearted regardless of his burst of passion, and he knew it. “We wouldn’t be here if not for your… ahem, assets.”

“Is that so?” It cannot go unstressed, their situation, is fucked. “Maybe you’d like to test them out, I’m feeling rusty…”

They’d be damned if the tension they’ve been unable to break doesn’t crack now.

Whirling around, it’s the hubby who’s stuck to the chair, honey standing over him with a crack in her smile. It will be a cold day in Hell if he isn’t getting pinned. Can’t say there isn’t something for everyone there as the Misses leans in, the small man not opposing her embrace.

Lips touch, it's deep, it rocks. Tongues tie together in little knots, poking out from their cheeks. It isn’t just mouths are getting action, for their hands do what hands do… grab.

For Dad, it’s his dear’s face, a fatigued, familiar visage he has long associated with the comfort of someone who, despite everything, loves him. He cannot help but love her too. Meanwhile, Mom’s taken her hands into multiple directions. One down below, cupping the growing bulge in his pants, the other on his arm…

The middle-aged man winces, the woman’s response to immediately back away realising what she had done.

“Sorry…” Looking there, her husband’s wound was still there, stitches keeping it closed, but still not quite healed, even after all this time. She can definitely say she fared better, just another reason why she’d enjoy seeing her daughter burn if she gets the chance.

“It’s okay…” Still, so cute… “It is just tender, don’t worry.”

“Hm…” She plants one more kiss on him, before lowering herself down between his legs. “I’ve been craving something a little more… meatier than chilli…”

“You’re cravings are getting out of control, d-don’t fill yourself up too quickly…~”

Mrs. Graves hums, flashing her teeth as she takes hold of his belt. Slipping it away with an expertise she’s had plenty of time to practise, the zipper couldn’t contain her as she bit on it, pulling gently… they’ve been pent up for too long, and what Andrew did to her…

Oh, you need to break that man of your head. They’re behind you. Your husband’s in front. You know what you want, so take it while the mood is fresh.

Unleashing her Mister’s beast, it stood on end, just like she knows it, so full of energy and life… Reminds her of- get that boy out of your head, Mrs. Taking a deep in, she recalls feeling this thing in her… ah, just the thing they need.

“You’ve been pent up, huh?” Her expression didn’t falter.

“I-It’s been a couple weeks…”

“I can fix that…” Tongue out, the weaker man would’ve fallen to her determination.

Thankfully, the father is not an exceptionally weak man. No, he is frail, but if he doesn’t have stamina. Good for a partner with an appetite.

Like she’s trying to get to the centre of a tootsie pop, Mrs. Graves ringed her tongue along the shaft, tastebuds taking the musk of a long day of menial labour. After so long, she was certain he wouldn’t last. He would.

The muscle flicked at his head, spurred on by a desire to please what is in front of her, the man mewing as she does so. Cute little noises burst from him in small quantities. She hasn’t even begun the process of trying to throat him…

Speaking of.

“F-Fuck!”

His hands hover over her head, languishing in the feeling of tension as she takes half of his cock in her mouth, saliva and tongue swirling around in the tip. Mr Graves caresses the face pleasuring him, stars in both their eyes. One cannot help it.

Her hips wave behind her, the feeling of content returning as, for a moment, it feels like nothing had ever happened to them. Their son & daughter were still ‘charred’ corpses, they were still living in suburban utopia, and they were still furiously fucking each other ‘neath the sheets.

Then there is scratching at the door. They choose to ignore it.

He can feel himself getting closer, their hearts beating in synchrony while they attempt to break this week’s negativity. He doesn’t move, he’s not the one in control here, he doesn’t need to be…

The scratching continues, louder.

He’s close… c’mon give it to her. She wants it, he wants it. They both have had a rough life going up from now, who says another go won’t hurt? Release, do it…

The scratching is chipping away the paint and their sanity.

Glares are shot towards the door as Mrs. Graves, unfortunately, decides to pull away too early.

“Go away, no one here wants your stupid blenders!” She growls, but the scratching doesn’t stop…

She’s about to get up when her husband speaks, begrudgingly zipping himself up.

“I’ll handle it…” Getting up, he goes to the door. So close…

Maybe it’s not some door-to-door salesman, maybe it’s a copper coming to check on them, or a friend that’s been informed of their whereabouts… or them.

Looking through the peephole, there doesn’t appear to be anyone with sight. But the scratching is still there. Slowly, fumbling around with the many locks but one, a single small, golden chain, he opens the door…

“Whoever’s here, we don’t want what you’re selling. Sorry, but-” He was expecting somebody.

Nobody.

Looking down, there’s a dog.

A chill creeps down their spines.

The small chain snaps faster than Mr. Graves can react as, without warning, the hound bashes open the door. Mrs. Graves shoots up, everyone yelling as this god-fucking-ugly mutt lunges atop her husband. Claws tearing, it’s trying to get at his face, the only thing stopping it being his hands, which as of this moment, is very close to losing those fingers.

The wife rushes to the kitchen, grabbing a knife. The beast’s claws are near to breaking through his hands, and any moment, those teeth will gnaw off his eyes.

Next thing anyone knows, the sound of flesh being sliced rings throughout the house, a most infernal yelp prompting the hound to pound off what would’ve been a mutilated victim by now. A rancid scar burns across his face while black as tar blood pores from the wound, his honey standing over.

There is no doubt that she is shitting bricks, but she won’t let her hubby get hurt again by… whatever the fuck this dog is. Because clearly, it’s no ordinary hound.

Licking its chaps, it sniffs the air, looking at Mrs. Graves with a most vacant stare imaginable.

It steps forward, the wife swings. It barely misses, the beast jumping away as she does so.

“Fuck off! Back! Back!” She shouts.

Each time the monster tries to go forward, she keeps it back, refusing to allow it any purchase. She’s an open target, her swings are sloppy… but it doesn’t seem to matter to the dog. Mr. Graves grabs himself a rolling pin since it’s within reach.

She wonders… Why is it so cautious? No, she slashed in the face, that’s enough reason why. But that isn’t it, she knows that. It’s fighting against her, but not directly, trying to find an opening to slip past and get her husband. Why him? She’s right there, if it wanted to hurt her, it could.

But then… it finally decided to act, without regard for its own safety.

It rushes forward, fast enough that as Mrs. Graves attempts to trip it, but she gets knocked over herself. The beast howls, looking down at the prone mother, teeth bared, perfectly capable of taking her out right now this instant…

It’s looking at her, placidly. It could’ve attacked her at any moment, but instead, it stood there. Looking sorry for itself. It even whined an infernal cry, as though it had done something wrong. Then the father swung with the rolling pin, and the hound’s skull cracked open on the floor.

That makes the second round.

The black dog's body lay twitching on the floor, its head’s contents spilling out. Parents huffing, this traumatic experience confuses them just as much as it scares them.

“What the fuck was that…?” Mom gets up, backing away into her hubby’s arms as he drops the blood-splattered rolling pin. “F-fuck…!”

“It’s okay, it’s okay-” He tries to comfort her through this.

“What do you mean, it’s-” Looking back, the hound’s body begins to undergo… something. No, not rapid decay. It's… fading away. Into nothingness. All that remains is the dark blood on the floor after a minute, no other evidence to it having existed.

“...Y-You saw that too, right?” Dad quakes.

“Yes…”

“What was-”

“That. That…”

Horror creeps in.



Chapter 3: The Fire
Summary:
The Graves Siblings finally manage to track down their no-good, terrible, horrid, very bad parents to their studio apartment, and safe to say, no one is coming out of this without feeling a little... different. If not dead.

Chapter Text
> You are ANDREW

 

Ashley’s tapping her feet, Andy’s looking into the distance with despondency, and the waiting continues.

Two hours of walking, complaining, and wondering just where this dog was taking them culminates in another fifteen minutes of waiting outside this random apartment. Only a couple cars are parked around to block their view from the windows, but they don’t know which window their parents are staring out of, if they’re looking out there to begin with.

It’s all a dangerous game they’re playing, uncertainty around the corner for who spots who first… which is stupid, because they are far more likely to get spotted this way. Of course, Andrew is the one to have suggested waiting it out.

You thought it a good idea to have the dog sort things out. What were your parents to do? Sure, there’s two of them against the one, but that thing is vicious, and a man with a gun couldn’t take it down, so you should be in the clear, right?

The Detective couldn’t land a shot because he was in a panic, and their parents weren’t tied to a wooden pole. Ashley could see how bad of an idea it is, for crying out loud!

But strategy was not wholly on his mind. No, it is clear to everyone that even now, despite being told straight to his face that these people are as rancid as they get, incomparably so for what they did to them… Andrew can’t help but show his discontent with the idea still. Perhaps why he’s letting the dog do his dirty work. He does not want to see what it does to the ones who raised him...

It annoys the hell out of Ashley, but it could be worse. Indeed, it could be…

They’re standing at the far end of the parking lot, beneath the shade of trees that would not have been needed, for they haven’t seen the sun past the clouds for years. The far end was safest, because if they were seen hiding behind some car that clearly wasn’t theirs, it would be hella suspicious. At least here, it would be harder for Mom and Dad to make out their faces.

Still, the wait is long, anxiety-filled, and worst of all: boring.

“Aaaaaandyyyyyyy…” His sister cooed, passing the time via distributing her annoyance right back. “Aaaaaaaandyyyyyy…”

“Are you going to stop calling me Andy if I speak?” Andrew looks his sister’s way, her body restless as she sways.

“Nope!” At least her honesty prevents the brother from being too angry at her… doesn’t stop him from being angry at her all together.

“It’s been awhile.” He says, looking at the suburban hell of a rectangle, stretching high into the sky, yet barred from heaven.

“Well yeah, it’s trying to find them in this big fucking building.”

“No no, that’s… not it. It knows where they are, that’s why it could find them. But it’s taking its sweet time.”

“Do you think something is happening?”

“Probably.”

“Do you think we should be worried?”

“...It’s a demon, isn’t it? Unless they have holy water, or get it to fetch a cross, I don’t think it’s going to have much trouble.”

It shouldn’t. Except, neither of them know exactly how capable their hellhound is at taking blows.

Maybe it’s already finished its task? Which… would be less than advantageous. They could be out here for hours in that case, wondering if the dog is done when it’s already finished what it started. Maybe it really is lost, or it’s still chasing them around, in which case, it’d be easier to go into the building. Without any clear sign of what the infernal, chill-producing mutt is doing, they, of course, can’t do anything without screwing up…

Now imagine their surprise when the bell, still wrapped in the young man’s fingers, lightly jostled every time he flexes his palm… makes an audible CrAcK- Andrew yelps, hand opening up to find it’s been slashed, bits of cast iron lodged in the flesh wound. The demon’s trinket for the guy falls to the ground, tinking against the pavement, a large crack running from the bell’s lip to midway up the waist.

“Andrew!” Sudden panic arises out of the confusion, looking between the brother, his hand, and the broken bell on the ground. “What the fuck did you do?”

“What do you mean what did I do?” He retorted fast. “I did fuck all!”

“Clearly not! Did you squeeze too hard?”

“No! It just- fucking broke! God.”

The young man began picking shards of the broken trinket out of his hand, four to be exact. Picking the ruined trinket back up, he doesn’t know… why it happened, not yet at least. It was broken, yes, so why? He shook it.

Nothing.

You shake it again, since nothing happened the first time.

Nothing.

Third times the charm?

“Gimme that!” Ashley snatches Andy’s messed-up talisman, shaking it furiously.

They wouldn’t have been able to hear it, they knew that much, but even if they could, the hound would be summoned to their location. As far as they could see, the temperate weather did not suddenly become chilly enough for them to see their own breath, not even as someone who has shown to be unable to summon the demon doggo before tries once more.

Realisation slowly begins to set in for the Graves Siblings that their brand new dog is not coming back. And with the thing broken… there’s only so many explanations that could give reason as to what occurred outside their field of view.

“Theories?” Ashley inquires.

“...I squeezed too hard?”

“Maybe. Or we used it for too long, it’s been a couple hours…”

“Yeah, the dog didn’t seem too concerned about how much time it would give us…”

“Are you disagreeing?”

“Partially.”

“Of course you are the partial one today…”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing…”

Both sigh to themselves, each eyeing the apartment.

“...The dog is dead, isn’t it?” His sister bemoans.

“What? I don’t know how a couple of ordinary adults would be able to fight a demon.” Andrew puzzles on the idea, hoping it not to be the case.

“I don’t know, maybe they found a way.”

“Our parents couldn’t be committed enough to care for us, let alone become religious, which is the only way I see them having a chance.”

“Still,” the young woman got to her feet, tossing the broken bell back. “There isn’t any point anymore in waiting.”

Yeah… into the lion’s den now. Great.

“Let’s make it quick…” The brother looks off, bearing his teeth as he catches the broken trinket.

It’s useless now, but the chance of repairing it isn’t off the table, so throwing it aside would be a thoughtless endeavour. Pocketing his shattered bell, his ‘use’ as their demon friend puts it. Use. Well, bringing it back to the demon next time one of them see’s the demon could repair it, like recharging Ashley’s own talisman…

It could also not work, and whatever purpose the Entity saw in the young man had dissipated the moment their gift was destroyed. Either way the coin flips, it isn’t going to be pretty.

The Graves Siblings approach the entrance to the apartment carefully, although it'd have been less conspicuous if they just came up as though they lived in the place. But no, Ashley is much more aware of that approach, and is the only one looking like they aren’t shitting bricks.

No one’s in the main lobby, a camera yes, but they shouldn’t be too worried about that… They aren’t robbing this place. They’re only here to kill assholes. Doing the world a service. Yeah.

Walking down the aisle with less fear now that they aren’t out in the open, Andrew made sure to pat down his pocket, hand stinging as he felt for the heft of his cleaver, meanwhile his sister did not forget where she had her gun… just how many shots they had. They only have what’s in the gun, nothing more, probably less.

“Which floor do you think they’re on?” Ashley proposes the question. A good one. However, with an obvious answer…

“How the fuck are we meant to know that…?”

“I don’t know, you should be able to find them. Maybe your dog left a trail.”

“I doubt it did-”

Speaking of the devil, his dog did, in fact, leave a trail for them to follow. Safe to say, they are glad to have shoes on. Broken light bulbs fizzle above, sparks flickering on and off down the hallway. It is something out of a horror film, one where you’d expect the next time the light flickers on or off, the silhouette or form of a ghastly ghost will appear at the very end of the hallway, ascending towards its newest victim at rapid speed.

That ghost, unknowing the siblings, has been killed a second time a couple minutes ago. They walk down this decrepit, sorry hall, eyeing the doors, wondering which room may contain their folk. The concern of someone being behind these doors, watching them wander in wonderment, trying to discover the location of their hound, also lingers on the mind.

No one’s come out yet, so maybe they aren’t home, or they’re watching the telly, or maybe despite being noon, they don’t give a crap, they simply must get their beauty sleep.

Several turns, numerous stops as though they’re waiting for a car to pass before crossing, and more than enough peering into hallways to think anyone that could’ve been around would believe the young adults hadn’t seen daylight in a while, would eventually lead to the fifth floor.

A long way up, a long way down, and no elevators… Not a very handicap friendly environment. Perfect, considering Ashley will enjoy blasting out her mother’s kneecaps before throwing her down the several flights they had to travel to get to them. Following the trail of fucked lightbulbs, our duo arrives at what could only be the door they’re looking for.

Why exactly is this the case? The flickering stops at this door, however, another one is across the hallway. Pretty nice of their infernal pet to dig marks so deep that if the door wasn’t opened for it before, it’d have clawed its way through regardless. Andy looks at his sister, she looks back.

“Something isn’t right about this.” Andrew admits to ‘positive’ reception.

“Can concur, is it the lack of… anything?” Ashley can’t help notice, hoping that there is a clearer sign of their mutt having done some damage to the geezers than simple marks on their door.

“No, it’s…” He looks at the entrance, brow raised. “The door. It’s closed.”

“...Okay?” She doesn’t quite get it yet. “Doesn’t seem too strange, out of everything else.”

“A dog… closing a door behind itself?”

“We haven’t seen it do a whole lot, maybe that’s just a thing it can do?”

“A dog, closing a door it opened?”

“It is a demon.”

“Where is politeness in the demonic alphabet?”

“Dictionary?” A smile crept onto her face.

“Shut up!”

“Oh fuck off Andrew, you’re the one remembering those runes, yet you don’t know shit about what any of it means!”

“Do you?” Headache returns.

“You don’t hear me complaining!”

You do hear her complaining. An unfair amount considering how she’s adamant not to learn a second language, and one that she could probably, easily translate on Bing.

“Open the door, Clyde!” The young woman commands.

“...What?”

“You get angry at me for calling you Andy so much, so how about we spice things up?”

“Is it so hard to just call me by proper name?”

“Just open the door!” The girl commands again, pulling out her revolver and pointing it at the door.

The amateur murderer twisted the handle, the door sliding open gracefully.

A small studio apartment, maybe even smaller than what they had. How the turntables… Beyond the average essentials and just that, there is a puddle of blood on the floor. No signs of Mrs. or Mr. Graves, or whoever they are now since they’ve been under witness protection. Protecting their ass.

“They’re not here.” Ashley states… maybe not the obvious, but the likely.

“No, they’re…” Andrew stops himself, looking over to his sister. She’s eyeing the hallways.

In her head, there’s no denying it. They aren’t here. But they were. Not too long ago. Short enough that there is a chance they’re still here.

“You stay here, I’m heading to the lobby.” After last time, she’s taking the lead. “Find out whatever the fuck happened to that demon dog, and come down when you think you have.”

“Wait-”

His sister is gone before he can say anything, her footsteps rattling away into the distance, until she is unheard, going downstairs. The pressure to make this quick does not dissipate.

Andrew remains stumped, walking inside to see the lock-chain broken, meanwhile furniture is toppled in a place or two. It’s too big of a mess, but it is evident, given the most crucial piece of this puzzle: the blood.

Dark as night, hideous in odour. It is not the smell of human blood, no iron in the air. How Andrew knows that, he doesn’t know, it’s one thing that is certain, that thick puddle is not what it seems to be. Now, where’s the body…?

It… it’s gone is what it is. Nothing else about it. No sign of it being dragged, walking away. Just a puddle, sitting still, stagnant.

There is not a lot else that could be described, unless the brother wants to start wasting time inspecting all his parents’ appliances and checking if they left their wallet here too, he ought to get going…

Sure enough, Andrew starts to hear something he’s fairly certain no one in this apartment wants to hear… Gunfire.

 

> You are ASHLEY

 

Racing against the people she could only hope are still in the building by the time she leaps down that final flight of stairs like an erroneous Tarzan, Leyley barges into the hallway, catching glimpses of shapes on the opposite end of the flickering bulbs, moving through the light. Familiar faces, although uncertainty still broiled beneath the face of demented fury, one that brought fury with a chamber, but unreleasing.

The sister races after, following the way she came, the way she knew would lead her to the entrance. There she is, standing in the crossroads, gun raised level with their heads. There they are, the folk who ‘raised’ her from birth to adulthood, backs turned. She is not mistaken, if them wearing the same clothes and her Mom still having that fucking messy ponytail isn’t enough evidence.

She stands in their way, and she couldn’t be any happier to be the roadblock in their escape.

“Stop right there, assholes.” The hammer is cocked, and they stop.

“Well well well, look who the dog dragged out.” Leyley couldn’t help but smirk. She ate up the fear and hate in their eyes.

“So that was you, hm?” Mrs. Graves growled back.

“The dog? Yeah, Andy actually. Between the two of us, he’s the killer here.”

“The dog… that thing your… demon?”

“No. It’s Andrew’s like I said. You’re going to meet mine soon enough anyway, you just have to come back with me, and no one is going to get hurt.”

“Go back- no we aren’t!”

“Yeah, we are-” Dad shut up quickly as the revolver became pointed at him.

“No one has to die just yet, just come with me…” Leyley goads her parents on. It isn’t working.

“You’re not exactly convincing.” Mother does not sound snarky with this comment.

“I’m the one with the gun here.”

“But… you can’t shoot us dead, and get our souls, is that it?”

“Why are you even threatening us?” Mr. Graves pipes up, women looking at him. Good question.

“Shut up!” The sister’s trigger finger is aching like a bitch in heat. “You think I won’t shoot? Then clearly you don’t know me…”

“Know you? I raised you! And look at what you became. A-”

“Monster? Yeah, I know mom, you made me one. Now where-”

“I didn’t make you a villain, Ashley! You did this to yourself.” Leyley looked at her mother with an expression of ‘you think this is going to save you?’ “No, you won’t be shooting, as matter of fact, you should be running by now.”

The same gleefully devilish expression she gave them when they were locked out of her credit card is telling.

“We’re under witness protection! Any moment now the police will be here, and you and your equally fucked brother will finally get what’s coming for you…” She smiles, almost in a daze.

“...That’s not how witness protection works, I think.” The younger woman corrected, she thinks.

“Huh?” Instantly Mom displays disbelief.

“Yeah, witness protection isn’t like, a squad of dudes constantly watching you to make sure you’re safe, they just put you under a different name until things blow over.” The sister takes her thumb off the hammer, gesturing with the gun as it pokes her chin. “Kinda like, they make you into an entirely different person, and just hope whoever’s after you, doesn’t find you. They don’t actually protect the people they’re safeguarding, not usually.”

“Huh?”

“She… isn’t wrong, honey.” The husband reaffirms, much to both of their surprises.

“Huh? Huh… well damn.” Mrs. Graves places her hands on her pockets, Mr. Graves bullets as the sister checks how many she has. Five.

“So anyway, back to kil-” The young lady pulls the hammer and aims for the wife when’s interrupted again.

“If that’s the case, I have mobile data, so…” Mom pulls out her flip phone, everyone relatively silent.

The quiet doesn’t last long as the first attempt of tonight is taken, Leyley firing off and completely missing the intended target, instead, putting a hole in the dry wall and probably releasing so much fucking asbestos.

The parents, seeing as how they both escaped near certain death via pure luck, duck and begin sprinting back the way they came like bats out of hell. The daughter growls to herself, shoulders slacking as her head rolls back. What a way to start the hunt…

“Fuck, there’s goes our one hundred percent accuracy…” She laments, watching the ones responsible for her existence running for the corners that will not bend. She stretches her shoulders a little, cracking her neck. “Ah well, not letting you go this time!”

Walking over to the front desk she fails to notice the first time coming in, no one around, and of course, some idiot left the front door key hanging. Leyley fumbles with the key, locking the glass doors as she then stashes them on her person. Once finished securing base, taking firm hold of her weapon of choice, the girl cracks a wide, villainous smile.

“It’s Hypergore Splatterbrainin’ time… the second!”

The horrible lady cackles to herself, her footsteps muffled by the thin carpet as her stride rampages down the hall. The sister’s stamina knows no bounds, being a daughter of two people who certainly must have enough to fuck as much as they do.

The song of the ravens comes to mind, repeating in her head ever since that morning, a little tune almost fitting now, given how predatory she feels.

Run. Rabbit. Run.

Four shots now. She can waste two on each of her rotten precursors, or miss twice before she has to reconsider her method of approach. As of the moment, going gung-ho on her parents isn’t an option out of her resources yet, and she’s closing the gap between them.

“Help!” Dad yells out into the halls for no one to reciprocate.

They aren’t the only people in this apartment complex, they know that, Leyley presumes that, Andy believes that. This place shouldn’t be vacant, and yet they haven’t found anyone coming out, checking in on the screaming and the cackling madwoman or the second bullet whizzing past, grazing her mother’s ear and causing them to split off. A fork in the road foretold they must separate, and now, as her Mom takes a left and papa dives to the left, a choice is presented…

“Fucking bitch-”

In a heartbeat, Leyley takes after the older woman with complete persistence, running so fast as she rounds the corner that she slams into one of the doors of the apartment.

Yes, through.

The door swings open to a dark room, the only illumination being a TV producing static fuzz at an irritating level, a family of three sitting directly across from it, hazy eyed and unknowing of the daughter’s sudden presence. She lands on her ass, but doesn’t bother to pay attention to them either, no, she has more important matters to attend to.

Running back out, the footsteps of her mother still in earshot, the crazed lunatic of a woman now only has three bullets, one to spare. She aims again before deciding to think about what she’s doing, or more importantly, what she must do. She needs to get close, she needs a shot that won’t miss.

She would’ve enjoyed reaping their souls herself, but likelihood is they’d be unable to set up the ritual in time, and given the tenacity of their parents as of yet to defy Leyley’s wishes to fucking end them, it’s not viable.

Next best thing? Put a hole in their head and enjoy seeing how they paint the wall behind them, that life slowly fading.

Won’t be very simple, considering despite her attempts at chasing the geezers down, they refuse to tire. That’s what regular exercise does for some people, where they got the time for that stamina maintenance, besides the obvious, is beyond her and she’d rather not imagine that one obvious.

She aims again, the woman is out of sight, she swears she also saw Mr. Graves appear at the edge of the hallway way, but in the mix of the chaos, she hears her brother.

“Ashley!” Her brother calls out, sounding distant as his voice echoes.

“I’m on their tail, over!” She replies back in kind, much to the lack of his amusement.

“Ashley, where the fuck are you woman?” He sounds closer.

Very close. In fact, almost right next-

Cue the Graves siblings having their dumbassery show as they run straight into each other from different hallways, Andrew effectively ramming the sister into the wall while their Mom dives down the hall, disappearing out of sight again.

“What the fuck was that!?” Leyley forces her stupid brother off her, the gun making a clunking noise.

“I heard gunfire, and thought you did something you really fucking shouldn’t have.” Andy justifies. “Speaking of, what are you doing? Are you trying to get the police on our ass sooner?”

“Well I’m sorry, maybe you’d like to do something about it, hm?” She brushes herself off, all pouty.

“You are going to get us in some actual damn trouble, Ashley! Don’t you get it?”

“Do you not get that as we speak, Mom and Dad are running away like headless chickens? Thought about that?”

“Screw you and your… Okay, I’m just saying that you’re fucking around and finding out. Who’s going after who?”

“You already know.”

“Okay, time to find Mo-”

“Hell no! We’re butchering our mirrors, not that!”

“Mirrors…?”

“Yeah, got a problem?” She doesn’t quite understand the thought process going on even in herself, but think any longer, and their quarry will be long gone.

“No, just you were so concerned about our parents getting away-”

“Shut up! Okay, alright, let’s… get slaughterin-”

“Don’t be stupid.”

“I’m not!”

There’s some fun to be had, but of course, they have to get back to the matter at hand…

“I’ll go to the front and guard it. You start hunting…” She pauses. Can he…? “I hope that I can trust you with our parents…”

“Then why not have me hold down the doorway?”

“It’s easier with a gun. Plus if any police show up, I can strike first.”

You can see he isn’t fully convinced. Then again, that could just be because you both are nervous about your parents running around… even though you are the cat here.

“You’re not dumb enough to be tricked again, anyway.” She doesn’t know.

“Yeah, only idiotic enough to fall for her tricks…”

The siblings stop, silence taking over after the near constant bombardment of stimuli, it… feels very quiet. The silence is sickening, and worrying, considering what they’re meant to be doing.

“I’ll get going now, heh…” Leyley saunters away, eyeing her brother periodically as she does so.

Hoping that her parents have remained away from the front entrance so she doesn’t have to gun them down in the street. As much as that young man thinks, she doesn’t want them causing more trouble than they already have. The police want them, they’re on their way most likely, so they have to take them out quickly… Oh, what a mess this is…

Coming back around to the front, the young woman sighs herself to the window, leaning against, knees to her chest as she stares down the hall, waiting for someone to try to sneak through… which they weren’t, in or out. No one appears to be coming at least, but she’d think on a weekday people would be moving around and trying to leave would be quite frequent, given this place’s size. And the fact she blew two bullets and burst down the door of a family in her chase.

Wait… was… was there not a family there? People were sitting on the couch, so what gives? Why did they not react at all? Were they stoned? Mannequins? Just don’t give shit about random ladies with a gun bursting out of the doorway to unleash holy fire upon her own ancestors? Apparently!

It does not make a lot of sense. If anything, she’s tempted to find out more, do her own investigated work on the matter. Would that go against what she’s set out to do, guard the front entrance and make sure they don’t flee into the day and get every officer on the scene, wondering why two people who are technically not Mrs. and Mr. Graves are badgering them again…

She can also attempt to squeeze through the window. They’re bigger on the first floor, from what she’s seen on the outside, it’s probably big enough for a person to crawl through and run off with ease, if landing on your head nine times out of ten is something you’re okay with … Which is more than can be said for the windows above, barely even windows, just vents that happen to be translucent.

Yet another blow to people with fairly bad lives, this time to the bastards who decided that jumping was better than dealing with the housing market nosediving every time a politician sneezes.

You know what? Go head long.

Leyley has spent fifteen minutes already sitting around, waiting for something to happen and by now that wait time has doubled, so rather than be Ms. Unproductive, the sister will decide to do something seemingly worthwhile to check out.

Is it likely that her leaving may allow her parents to escape again and land them in even deeper shit? Oh, definitely, but she has range and they are rats.

Getting up and walking to where she swears she busted down the door, sure enough, there are people there. The room is dark save for that static, blaring its white noise through the room at an incessant rate, hurting the ears and making one regret all their life choices up to that point, wondering where they went wrong…

Andy has a fairly good answer to that, Leyley even more so…
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Walking inside, light to her back and static to her front, it’s a typical nuclear family, a mother, a father, and a boy smack dab in the middle. If their mouths weren’t lulling open like they’ve just pulled their second all nighter trying to write off an exam before the deadline, it’d have been quite perfect.

“...Enjoying some good ol’ tele, hm?”

Ah, but you can’t stand to look at it.

“Of course you are, why wouldn’t you be…”

The young woman cocks her gun, walking in front of the television, her silhouette shadows over the child. Standing in front of them doesn’t seem to do anything, they are acting… completely braindead. Hm, wonder why.
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Turning around, magenta eyes squint as a brow rises. The television, as stated is nothing but static, white fuzz with black dots darting in mere milliseconds, hideous and annoying to listen to constantly. She can feel her ears ring, mind numbing from the ambient dross attempting to get in her head.

It refuses to leave, even after she plugs her ears, turning away-
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“What the fuck is…”
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Doing the most reasonable thing one can do in this situation, she fired her revolver. The screen flashed a shape for a moment, looking almost like a tree, before it consequently turned into a blare of rainbows, fizzling out the droning call of madness into a serene silence. A single whole signifying the bullet hole puts itself amongst the squares of neon green, pink and blue, leaking some form of black fluid.

“Dammit, me!” She realises the mistake she made in ending that incessant blaring in her ear, pocketing the gun. “Ah, damn it all… No more errors, Leyley, no more fuckups…”

The room is not totally full of darkness, but it certainly feels dimmer now. To her back, the familial trio remain vacant, like deers caught in headlights. She moves towards the mom, who continues to be unresponsive to anything and everything in regardance to Leyley’s presence.

“Fucking…” Leyley inches closer. “You… fuck. You look just like that gas station hussy.”

Physically speaking, no. This was a brunette, and clearly older all things considered. No, the resemblance is obvious. Obvious enough that she takes out her switch-blade, just be sure, and…

You cut open her throat.

Zero response, the light having already faded long ago, only now the minute rising of her chest ceases as it begins to pool with blood and ichor seeping out down her neck, pooling in her breasts until dripping onto the dress, the couch, the floor…

The sister rises, contemplating the droplets of red staining her hands, overlooking the man and kid. She already killed the mom, and it’s not like they’re waking up any time soon. They are just empty husks, doing this would be a service to them, avoiding yet another slow death of dehydration. Would they shit and/or piss themselves since they can’t really control their bowels? Any other functions work outside of their lungs?

Eh, she shouldn’t dilly dally on them any longer. Have some parents to catch anyway. But… What was behind door number two?

Leaving the room and turning to another doorway, her foot is raised before she slams the heel in. The cracking of wood is unnatural to someone who hasn’t eaten very healthily, her strength greater than it should’ve been, fueled by a desire to know… is she going to see the same thing?

“Interesting…” The morbid curiosity in her drives her on.

Yes. The door opens after a third stomp, and dead ahead, static, an old man watching it. There’s more elsewhere.

Third door. Fifth door. Tenth. Thirty-seventh.

Static, fizzle, the discomforting thought that something is in there, forming out, trying to do something with her presence. She doesn’t have a bullet for every television she comes across, so she leaves the stacking number of people with soulless stares to continue drooling in their laps as they watch the same white and black pixels dance. Not all rooms have people in them, but all TVs were on as far as she is aware.

Now, why were the TV’s like this? It is pretty obvious that anyone at the tele was going to lose their spirit, but what was taking them? Couldn’t have been them, right? Their dog didn’t pass down this hallway, the lights weren’t flickering, the bulbs weren’t shattered. Their hellish mutt was not capable of this. It’s unlikely in every sense… So what? No, they couldn’t have summoned something.

Turning down the hall, she remembers that she does need to be on look out for her parents, pulls out her gun, and continues on. She can almost hear the fuzz of the television from inside certain rooms, blaring loudly, as though calling out for more souls. Fucking greedy is what it is.

Why haven’t their parents gotten their souls stolen before they arrived? Didn’t look like they had a TV, which is fortunate, would really take the fun out of this if they were already functionally dead upon arrival.

Knock Knock.

Leyley whirls her head down the hall, some lights flickering, along the path of their dog, hearing the sound of knocking. Her approach is steady, trying to make sure her footsteps don’t rise over a certain decibel. Step by step, inching towards her quarry…

Knock Knock Knock-

“Come on, come on…” Dad mumbles to himself, wandering the halls in short paces as he knocks. “Anyone there…?”

Looking for salvation when no one is around to save him, how convenient, making himself known like that. They must not have known what was going on in there. The daughter cocks her gun, hammer pulled, itching around the corner, sideying her oblivious daddy…

“I’ve got you…” Leyley's smile widens, feeling her fingers tighten to finally put a hole in someone after her currently abysmal accuracy record… “In. My. Sights…”

The young woman dodges around the corner, catching her old man at the side, both making eye contact in the exact moment where everything went down the drain.

“Sallie?” Fucking idiot…

Second to last bullet flies out from the chamber, there’s a tear, but… no one’s dropping like a sack of potatoes. Except Leyley. She dove out like James Bond and now, she’s eating carpet as that man runs away, clenching his shoulder.

“Fuck!” Mr. Graves panics, running down the hall.

“Fuck!” The cat misses its mouse, but she has one last chance.

Bang. The father falls forward with a yelp, clenching his side as his daughter rises to her feet. Her approach is quick, yet the man continues to crawl away. She draws her knife, stashing the revolver, for it no longer needs to be out.

“P-please…” A small pool of red leaks from his side, the bullet passing through soft, old flesh… Maybe not old, but he’s certainly ageing. “What… did I do to deserve this…?”

He barely manages to crawl his way towards the glass covered floor, his feet disappearing into shallow shadows, when he’s pulled back into the light. One hand wrapped around his ankle, the other raising the blade to cut him down, gut him like the fish out of water he’s always been, his hands pawing at the broken glass…

“Quit it, you old fart.” She can’t even find joy in joking about this pathetic creature, only capable of running away. The chase is over anyway.

“Ah, ah-!” She manages to drag the older man beneath her, pinning him on his side with her knee, while he squeals like his cries mean anything. She’s weaker than him, and yet he fails to break from her hold.

“Before I butcher you, know where that hag is? Would you do me a solid for once in my life, while you’re around?”

“F-f-fuck you!”

“...Hah, you know, usually Andy would be here to do the dirty business…”

Her pause confuses both herself and the father, but she continues regardless.

“Considering who I am, maybe I should’ve been the one bearing those sins… Ah, who am I kidding?” She puts on a wide smile, pink eyes gazing far into the void as she gestures, shrugs to nothing. “What can little ol’ me do anyway? Gutting you wouldn’t be that much of a problem on my soul, if anything, it may just be a virtue! Still…”

She leans in reeeeeeeal close, staring the man who brought her into this world in the eye…

“I wish it didn’t have to be like this.”

You know that thing about villains monologuing?

Leyley failed to notice that her daddy grasping at the broken glass wasn’t some pathetic attempt at continuing to crawl away, instead, he needed some defence.

A shard of the lightbulb slashes across her face drawing blood with devastating effect. Mr. Graves finally pushes away the weaker woman, so taken aback by his action that she fails to notice the follow up. His hands pinned her arms, and unlike her, she couldn’t budge not because of patheticness. She simply isn’t strong enough, after all, when was the last time she actually ate something worthwhile for one’s strength?

He makes sure her hands can't swing back and stab him with a real weapon. His hand is bleeding slightly too, gripping the shattered glass so hard, with so much pressure and fear. He just missed the daughter’s eye, catching her cheek instead, a small gash where he struck steadily seeping a small trickle of red.

“We gave you both a second chance!” He doesn’t know what else to do after pinning her. “Why are you both… why are you fucking us over again!?”

“Get off me!” Leyley yells, knowing right away he failed to account for her legs.

A swift blow to his balls is enough for the guy’s grip to loosen quickly, and before long, Leyley’s on her feet again, standing over and raising her shoe once more.

A second blow to his neck is enough to make a sickening squish, different from the rending of flesh and bone. It’s a crushing sound, like the meat is squeezed and the vessels burst, because not a moment later, and her father is clenching his throat, ichor leaking from his mouth as he’s left to wriggle on the floor, crawling with nowhere to go.

“A second chance… Andrew said something about that.” The sister rubbed her flesh wound, looking at her own blood as her father choked, croaking. “Yeah right, it did fuck all for us, if you even did… Mmm, maybe this wouldn’t have happened if, I don’t know…”

She kicked at the dead man still fighting for life on the ground. Then another jab to his side. And another.

“You were around. You actually tried! You, fuck, went out of your way for once to buy me a damn cake for my birthday.”

She was kicking him so hard she heard a couple cracks from his chest, his body being pushed against a wall. She had to steady herself by leaning forward, arms outstretched.

“Tried to be a dad, tried to get Mom to care. But no! No, no no no no!”

Kick. Jab. Stomp. Kick. Kick.

“You had to be the most quiet, fucking worm in that whole house! You had to- fuck! Hah! Ah, fucking, horrible shitface. Gah!”

Jab. Jab. Stomp. Kick. Stomp.

“Fuuuuuuck!”

Mr. Graves stopped moving. Still, Leyley pummels him some more, even as he sinks, bleeding out of every orifice in his face, no doubt his chest and stomach as purple as an aubergine, rib cage sunken and digestive tract a liquid.

The daughter found herself huffing, coughing from how shrill her voice became. She did it, she finally did it… Fuck, doesn’t feel as good as she thought it would. No, it doesn’t feel good at all.

She begins to slide down, still on her feet, crouching over the bruised corpse of her father. The man who wasn’t ever there for her. Physically, at least. Heh… couldn’t even get her name right. Couldn’t. Even. Her breathing remains heavy, until it is shallow, and then it is not. The hum of teles in the background becomes her only company, left alone with thoughts louder than she’d like.

Congrats! Now, you are definitely never seeing the pearly gates!

Not like he will be seeing them. Or Mom… They are all going to the same place if they can’t help it.

“You… fuuuuuuuck...”

Leyley stares at the bloody, soul-evicted body of her dad, blood soaking up the carpet beneath. Seeing now that she… well. Ah, she isn’t quite so innocent now, red on her hands, but of course, lying to herself is something she can do for days verbally. Inside is a different story.

Standing up, she looks down the hall, wondering for a moment if she heard more footsteps, panicked or simply vigorous. She needs something to take her mind off things, and killing her truly good for nothing mother will do just that… Actually, she should find Andy if she can help it. One person’s life in her coils is enough for her, she’s afraid. Yes, afraid…

“Okay… let’s get this over with. One down. One to go.”

Off to find her brother. God knows how well that’s going to go…

 

> You are ANDREW

 

He wishes he had brought some sunglasses, because these fluorescents are making him more than dizzy, they’re ringing in his ear, making his brain hurt. Him or Ashley should have stolen some while they were at the gas station, even if they don’t actually do shit, at least he’d be able to reassure himself that he can walk down a hall without his head throwing a fit.

Maybe, he can stick his head somewhere with the lights off, close his eyes and sit down… Dammit Andy, your head isn’t that fucked. At least, you don’t think so. Why would he try to see a doctor when he and his sister’s lives are already at risk, the law hot on their tail?

It’s a blasted situation with no good ending in sight, but that’s life now. Can’t complain too much…

“These fucking lights…” Except for that little bit of mumbling from Andrew.

He has to make sure to steady himself, to make sure his feet don’t drag, don’t stamp, don’t make even a lick of noise less his horrid headache beg him to groan out any louder, his prey hearing and fleeing. Unlike his sister, he doesn’t have a gun! Though he doesn’t know just how shit the girl is for her aim. The fact this situation he let himself get involved in has gotten so bad already, it’s only a matter of time before the police come and kick their asses into the stony lonesome.

The thought alone makes the fear of death almost dissipate. If they do, well, Ashley has a gun, he has a knife. Someone’s dying, and he’d rather not go at this alone.

What is he thinking? Does he want to fucking get himself killed with his nutjob sister? Stupid Andrew, stupid-

“ₕₑₗₗₒ... ₕₑₗₗₒ...?” A feminine voice around the corner catches his attention for a moment, the cleaver in Andy’s hand flashing as he dives to a wall.

She’s quiet, deathly quiet, which makes the little movements she makes all the more noticeable. The shuffling in her spot, the turning and tossing, hell, the scraping of her rough bundle she calls a ponytail against the wallpaper, all is just barely heard by her boy, inching closer…

He’s rounding the corner, cleaver ready, peeking beyond the wall as the family matriarch fumbles on the ground, eyeing the hallway opposite his direction. On one hand, her phone flashed the ever so apparent 911 . How great, it’s recording now, and any minute, police will be on their way. Fuck, Andrew’s over. His life is over. Ashley, she won’t be around that brat, he’ll miss her too much. Oh, what misery…

“ₕₑₗₗₒ... ₕₑₗₗₒ...?” Mrs. Graves repeats again, her tone of voice shifting a little… wispier. Breathy.

Andrew could almost hear the hag’s heart beat out of her chest, her chest audibly taking in panicked air.

The longer the silence lasted, the more both would come to wonder just what was happening with the signal, and if so… if they were actually reaching the cops. If they are coming at all, if they even know that she is in mortal peril, if they even know her son is about to commit murder again.

“ₕ-Hello, anyone..?” By then, the phone just stopped trying to reach them, clearly nobody picked up the phone to respond. “W-what? Dammit…”

She shakes her device a little, staring at it hopefully, her one solid life line that could take her out of this within twenty minutes, before she has to come to the realisation she needs to take matters into her own hands.

The police aren’t coming. Slowly, she comes to her feet, wobbly, less than pleased with the outcome of this situation. Separated from her husband, being hunted by her own daughter, no one to be her white knight upon a fiery steed. If only she knew half of what is going on, maybe then she’d be better off, not having to worry about her imminent death.

She sighs, brushing herself down before rising to her feet. She’s a little wobbly, but what can you do when in such a stressful situation? She was so cool and collected last time she was on the knife’s edge, but at least then, she wasn’t certain about her own kids outright killing them.

Here is a different story, she knows what’s happening, her not-so-little girl is going to kill her if she doesn’t get out. Deep breaths…

“Okay, just-”

Turning around reveals to her some shining cutlery swinging across, just shy of her nose as the same air she exhaled in her surprise is slashed. Her own eyes stare back, determined to survive.

“Shit!” Mrs. Graves stumbles back, already on the run from Andy.

Unfortunately, as she takes another turn, it comes to her far too soon that Andrew isn’t just fast in busting a nut. Turned around and forced against a wall, the son feels both their hearts racing as one, she wouldn’t need to scream for him to tell she’s afraid. Thankfully, her momentary silence is bought nonetheless with a cleaver pressed against her windpipe.

“Mom.” Andrew could’ve been leaning over her if not for her literally being on her toes.

“Andrew. What the fuck are you doing…?” She wished she could speak louder, but going up another decibel may tempt her boy to break skin.

“I think that’s pretty obvious…”

“You know what I mean, dipshit.”

“You are pinned against a wall and a hard place, my knife is an errant twitch away from chopping into your neck, and I know you’re alone. I have you right where we need you.”

“So why haven’t you killed me yet?”

There is a pause in Andy, a crack in the wall that he knows his mother is going to dig at.

“I’m doing this for my sister.” The want to press against his mom is strong, but he holds back. “I don’t see why that is important.”

“Of course you’re doing this for Ashley…” Her question isn’t answered.

The first bit of pressure against Mom’s neck makes her rethink what she’ll say next, beads of sweat dripping down. She couldn’t look away.

“All she’s causing you is trouble, Andrew… Andrew, look at me.” The shadows beneath his eyes frighten her, enough her shiver rattles into the hand he’s using to prop her arm against the wallpaper. “... It’s been awhile.”

“2 weeks, in fact…” He estimates. He forgot how long ago their original encounter really, but it was probably two weeks ago. “A lot’s happened since now.”

“Really? Can see that…”

“If this is one of your games, stop before I kill you.”

“No no! I’m not trying to trick you, I-”

The knife presses, skin breaks, a tiny twinge a red upon the blade’s edge. A tad too loud, so a warning to not go above again is in order.

“Andrew… you look like you need someone to talk to.” Playing therapist now, huh? “What with the police and… that hit in the head your father gave you.”

“I am fine, save for Dad’s stupidity.” God is he just wishing to end this, but at the same time, if it could be without drawing any more blood…

“No, you are not. But I can help.”

The young man’s stare is blank, unacknowledging, yet still so provokable. She’s at his mercy, which is why she has to squirrel her way out again. Only this time, she doubts her body will serve as good enough payment for her and her hubby’s freedom, Andrew knows this.

The pressure lifts, the older woman immediately palming her throat, and the son lumping himself against the wall, falling down with the knife’s edge hanging between his legs. His hair flopped forward, a little longer than last she saw him.

“Let’s talk, since obviously we have nothing better to do than me killing you.” He made his voice lower, tried to, a bit hard to take it seriously, but his face, placid and defeated still holds tremendous power over her. “So we’re on the same page, understand…?”

“...Why are you here?” She remains standing, but it isn’t like he can’t catch her a second time.

“To kill you. Ashley’s orders, she’s the one with aaaaaaall the strings, like I’m Pinnociho.” He says it with such lack of emotion it refuses to echo through these empty halls.

“You are not…”

“Mhmmmm… Can’t say I’m too bothered, for as unreasonable as she is, she always seems to have a point.”

“What point does that bi-”

The cleaver shoots up before she can finish that sentence, causing the older woman to flinch quickly. Her eyes narrow and brows thorough, exposing her incisors in a silent growl. Andrew replies in kind, fangs tearing through the mother’s stance.

“...What. Does Ashley. Think. Her. Point. Stands for?” Her painful hisses, still remembering that wretched girl’s total lack of empathy. She can still see hints of it past the mask the son bears… or is that a mask?

“I think too much, act too little. But of course, when I do act, who’s the one to fuck up, really? Or how I even trust you now, how can I?” This little vent session does not feel any more refreshing than a bath in acid.

“I can at least trust you…”

“And what makes you say that…”

“... You are a good kid.”

You know how much of a fucking lie that is, to both yourself and coming from her. You remain quiet on the matter anyway.

“What did you do to the dog…?” After a long silence, he sees Mrs. Graves questions her reality before replying.

“Ashley said it…” She says, accusingly. “You sent that thing after us…?!”

“Watch your tone… Yes, I sent that hound to do you in. I know you did something, you admitted that much, what happened?”

“You…” Venom seeps out of her, before a twinge of concern also rises, washing the poison out. “Your sister wasn’t lying. Why you?”

“She wants to kill you. I am happy to oblige.”

“We-” She was interrupted again.

“Tried to lead the police the other direction, even after everything we did to you…” He looks up, a sombre feeling in him. “I, did to you.”

“...We let you ago, after stabbing us, after, fuck…”

“Yeah…” The edge of the cleaver plants itself in the carpet, the knife’s edge twisting and twirling. “Can’t lie, I appreciate it. Ashley doesn’t, but her point again… it didn’t do a whole lot. Fingerprints and shit like that…”

“So it doesn’t matter…? Everything we did for you, everything we let you do, doesn’t matter for shit?”

“No. Unfortunate, but that’s how it goes…”

“I let you fuck me! Stooped to your level-”

“I thought I was a good kid. Where did that go?”

“...You are good, because you can actually reason with yourself.”

Her rising pitch elicited an agitated snarl, but nothing more until she found Andrew standing over her again. It’s not the edge of his blade that meets her throat.

She squirms a little in his grasp, like a worm on a hook, eyeing up the blade as though she suspects it to come down on her any moment. He isn’t, not right now, not soon. He can tell she’s trying to find something to say, something to keep her boy from gutting her and ending this wasted existence.

“G-Get your grimy fucking hands off me!” Her hands hover around his arm, but not yet wrapping around it, gripping it like he holds her neck.

“Go ahead. Try.” He isn’t holding her that firmly.

She isn’t being choked, but he can still feel the racing heart in her chest thump thunderously against her ribcage. Despite this dangerous situation that is likely moments away from her inevitable demise, she’s relatively motionless, whether out of fear of the free hand slashing into her deeply, or something else the young man has planned for her.

“You thought I fuck Ashley.” It’s his turn to spit out venom, biting, clawing, yet completely motionless, save for the light wiggling of his arm as his mother rives beneath. “... here I am though, having put my dick inside my own mother, a woman I truly, utterly, really, find myself utterly despising, before her.”

“You…”

“What is that, you? Me? What’s up with me…?” He leans in, but the cleaver remains where he holds it.

“You’re scaring me, Andy…” Mrs. Graves tries to lean away. The wall does not budge.

“Am I? Guess I’m not any good anymore.” There’s a twitch in his face, a different side he very much would rather have under control, yet has slipped before. Leyley got a peek into the darkest corners of our edgy boi…

“You are good! You’re good, just-” His grip doesn’t tighten.

“Just what, spit it out!” Andrew catches himself speaking… too loudly. He stops, readjusting himself. “No. I’m not good. I’m only good, because Ashley isn’t. You… you damned her. Would I have been her if she was born first?”

“Andrew-”

“Don’t fucking think I haven’t considered the possibility.”

“I would never, Andrew. Your sister was a terror at birth, nearly made two holes one coming out…”

“... Really? That was her fault? You’re fucking medieval.”

“Fucking your own mother can fall under that title too.”

“You led me on.”

“And you and that fucking bitch are trying to kill us. We’re even!”

“Shut up.”

“Oh how mature-”

“You call Ashley a bitch, you make me look a fucking kid. You are sad.” The blade finally meets the hag’s throat again, she quiets up, and the young man gets the floor to himself.

He can see she wants to speak, to growl at him and make him eat every fucking word. How she put her soul into him, protected their asses even after they killed that girl, shat him out and raised him with the best of her ability until she couldn’t even any more.

They both know he isn’t going to have any of it. This is the end of the road, and if she doesn’t act somehow, she’s going to die. Unless Andrew turns out to be unable to kill his mom.

“You may think… you fucked up, leaving us alone together. But it didn’t start there.” He spoke low, slowly and with many pauses, leaving her plenty of time to either understand what he’s saying, or formulate a plan on how to get out. You decide. “It was a long time coming. You leaving us in quarantine was only another nail in the coffin…

“You let us fester because you couldn’t care about anything but appearances. It was a ‘happy’ family until you saw the opportunity to throw us away, but even then, you weren’t really there to begin with. Dad too. You both pretended to be something, parents, people to care for. So I guess I learned a whole awful lot from you.”

“...Why didn’t you say anything…?” Mom croaked, cleaver to her throat.

“How could I? Everyday it felt a little harder to hide myself from me; the real me, ever since Nina… kicked the bucket I guess. I tried to be normal, I really did, yet here I am finally saying: fuck it.” The cutlery drew a little deeper, the older woman flinching, her free hand steadily rising. He did notice.

“Please…” She bemoaned to him, Mrs. Graves near trying to push it away.

“No, Mom…” Deep breath in… he steadily leans in. “I really fucking tried with you, I tried with everyone… Now there’s only one person I have left that I can try with, and that’s Ashley, even if she drives me up a wall. She needs me.

“She doesn’t have to see that side, ravenous to ravage and ravish. She only needs me, I’m happy to oblige, for even when almost every part of me wants to choke her out until life leaves her eyes, or I chop her up to bits, to finally put a gruelling end to this Shakespearean tragedy… another part of me is screaming completely and utterly. Fuck. Her. Silly. Until she can’t bear to be without me.

“Banging you? A fluke, but it certainly took the edge off, a small release of tension from an otherwise miserable existence. You didn’t make it easy, but hey, if I squinted, it didn’t quite look like I was putting my dick in such an old hag… especially doggy style.”

Throughout that whole monologue, the mother’s slowly sinking expression of pure malice continued to grow, up to the point where if she weren’t being held at knifepoint, she’d have beaten this guy black and purple. How fortunate she’s still smart enough to know not to push her luck.

“Motherfucker…!” She knows exactly what he is implying. “You did all that, fucked us both over… because you wanted to fuck your sister!?”

She knew it.

“Yeah…” He didn’t sound smug. Cannot be smug right now, not in the right mood. “My only regret is… well, I don’t know. My life would have been a lot simpler if I didn’t fuck you, but it’s all in the past, along with you.”

You know it.

“She’ll know what you did… like I said, Ashley will only throw you under the bus-”

“She won’t.” The knife’s edge presses further, flesh becoming more tender, her movements more prone to desperateness. “As much as you both think otherwise, I have no leash.”

Mrs. Graves looks around frantically, the same eyes he has looking for a solution as her free hand shoots up, but it’s too late. The blade sings with the rending of flesh, and those paralyzed orbs only widen further as she understands what happened to her, and the pain rockets to her brain.

She clutches her neck, as though pressure will save her, or prolong her drastically shortened life expectancy just long enough for a non-existent police force to drive her to the hospital. He can see it, her futile life flashing before her eyes. Her birth, her childhood, her wasted teenage years, her first job as a middleman manager, Andrew coming out of her womb, that second child screeching into her ear, watching them graduate high school yet still not having jobs, meeting the doctor…

The blood spills from her neck gushing at first enough to spray right back into her boy’s face, consciousness quickly fading as her red paints the floor in that colour, dampening the carpet until she’s slumping on the middle of the floor; Andrew’s voice ringing in her ear.

“Goodbye.” He suddenly understands Ashley’s comment at the gas station.

He doesn’t feel anything.

She slumps against the carpet, twitching periodically, her body fighting to survive but ultimately knowing that she is not long for this world. Still, she appears to last a long while. Every twitch makes him believe that she’s still kicking. It only takes a minute of these convulsions for Andy to officially declare her deceased, finally.

Still nothing. Pulling out the cast iron bell, broken in his hand, he only remembers now that he forgot to ask about the dog. Crap. Guess she’s taking that to the grave. He can make a fair assumption, only that he would never guess it to be the rolling pin.

Maybe he regrets it a little, but it’s over. Another chapter of their lives done, another begins. Sure, the cops will find them eventually if they’re fast enough, and it’s more than likely he’ll off himself at some point, but…

He sighs, looking upon the vibrating corpse, hardly alive anymore.

“I wonder where you’ll go…” What a stupid question. “Actually… nevermind. We’ll be seeing each other eventually anyway.”

Using his sleeve to both wipe the cleaver and his face of the crimson ichor, his stride out of the hallway evolves into a steady jaunt. One weight has been lifted but another weighs, dealing little cuts upon his wayward form, like the thought in the back of his head he saw something red begin to glow in his mother’s midsection…

Or maybe that’s just the lights making his brain all fucky.

Where is Ashley, is she still searching for Mom and Dad? One most certainly is finished.

He doesn’t have to think too long, bumping physically into his history, being overcome with both relief and worry as she appears before him… in a less than stellar condition. A flesh wound beneath her eye, and a couple bruises she didn’t have coming in. The hickey is still there.

“Andy!”

“Leyley.”

Before either can react, Andrew is wrapping around his sister, much to her surprise, but not her complaint.

“A-a-a-andrew! What came over you?” He pulls away slightly, but she doesn’t leave his arms. “You’re… pretty red.”

“That isn’t blushing.” It isn’t, although he was near to it. “You’re hurt… what happened?”

“That old fart got me with a glass shard…” Her hand rises up only to wince once it actually touches the cut. “I’m fine anyway, he missed my eye. Just a flesh wound.”

“So you got him?” Andy’s brow rises, although it shouldn’t be much of a question.

“Yes, I got him. If you think I look bad, wait till you see what I did to him!” She cackles. “That stain… is that?”

“Yeah, Mom’s… gone.”

“... Dammit.”

“Sorry, I mean like, she’s dead.”

“No no! I get it, but c’mon! Couldn’t have waited on me?”

“If I did, then it was more than likely she’d have ran off, and she’d really be gone.”

“Hah haha! Okay, okay… you at least gave her what was coming?”

“Of course. Only what’s most deserving… what’s with the look?”

Ashley begins to eye up the doors surrounding them, the hum of teles and fluorescent ever present.

“Nothing to worry about!” Andrew has spent long enough pretending to see when someone was doing that too. He didn’t point it out.

“...I don’t know if the police were called, so-”

“We should get out of dodge? Yeah, no shit Sherlock.”

As his sister pulls away, detaching from his hands, there is… visible concern. It is swallowed far too quickly by someone who is ‘normal.’

Following closely behind, past old vistas and the corpse of his father, nigh unrecognisable, he too begins to note the sound of TVs and their static behind close doors. And opened ones. The sights inside were typically dark, but it wasn’t like they had time to investigate, who knows how long they have with all those gunshots.

“Before we exit, we should at least pretend to be… normal?” The brother suggests.

“Not half-bad.” She says, front entrance within sight.

Sure enough, the first trial of pretending that they aren’t exiting a crime scene is just outside, as though waiting for them. They are playing on “Give Me Violence” difficulty given how they’ve refused to bandage up or properly wash themselves, but…

Andrew is the first to pause in his tracks (and subsequently Leyley as a response) as he finds three men, all in casual clothes, but one… one is familiar. An old man, bags beneath his eyes and a grey goatee, his gaze dull with age and wrinkled with any frustrations through the years, stands before them.

The young woman doesn’t know this geezer, but if the brother is stopping, then itching for her empty revolver may be a safe bet.

“Hah, afternoon. Didn’t think we’d be meeting anyon-...” He stops, and the other cultists in disguise follow his line of sight. “Been awhile, mister… er, your names?”

The Graves Siblings look at each other, uncertain of how to respond.

“Ah, nevermind.” The grumpy leader of the bunch thoroughs his brow with displeasure. “Seems we have… the experts, in our midst…”

If this day just ain’t getting any weirder.

“Would you both like some coffee?”